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in early dawn, and in the eastern light ye drunk only of the pre' 
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ness and of blossoms, and fell asleep in innocence before yet the 
morning dew was exhaled** — Richtbr. 

" She passed away at 37 .• just when life — / mean her life 
of conspicuous influence^ was beginning,** ^Ixtt'bxs from 
Abroad. 



PREFACE. 



One among a number of Jewish traditions asserts, that 
in the Temple of Jerusalem there was a Gate open only 
to Mourners. 

It is so with the present Volume. If I may except, 
so far, the concluding portions, it is designed alone for 
the Bereaved. Written words are often acceptable and 
soothing when any other intrusion is forbidden on the 
sacredness of sorrow. 

Let it be stated at the outset, that, for the contents 
of this Manual, saving the few fragmentary Verse-quo- 
tations in the opening chapter, the Writer is alone 
responsible. In other words, it is not a compilation 
for which he is indebted to others. It would, however, 
have been impossible for him to sit down to its compo- 
sition had it demanded, from first to last, original, or 
rather unpublished matter. For so long sustained a 
minor strain he would have been quite unequal. While, 
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therefore, containiDg, and that to a considerable extent, 
entirely fresh material, — specially at the beginning and 
the close, — he felt, and feels it far better to fall back 
in other parts on selections from former writings, or 
rather portions of them, which were at the time ad- 
dressed to those early bereaved. Such occasions occur 
in the course of every ministry: specially with any 
who can in thought re-traverse the better part of half 
a century. Many a " stijl small voice " is embraced in 
such a retrospect, with frequent sad,— often overwhelm- 
ing associations. In most cases, if not in every one, 
these extracts are curtailed or expanded, — some very 
materially so, — and all are otherwise adapted to suit 
the requirements of the volume. This applies to the 
poetical portions, as well as to the prose.^ 



^ Among the writer's prose works from which selections have been 
made are — " Memories of Bethany" " Gevmeaaret" " Olivet" and " PcU- 
mo8,*' " The Prophet of Fire," " SunaeU on the Hebrew Mountains" *' The 
Shepherd and His FUch," ''Palms of Mim," " Grapes of Eshcd" " Cim- 
f<yrt Ye," " The First Bereavement,'' "Noontide at Sychar," " In Christo," 
&c. From the author's Poetry and Hymns, extracts have been taken 
from "Altar-Stones," " Gates of Praise," " Curfew Chimes" " Wdls of 
Baca," " The Anchor and the Haven." 

It may be well farther to state, that there has been no attempt to 
link the intermediate meditations together by any train of consecutive 
thought : Each is independent of what precedes or follows. On this 
account (and indeed unavoidable from the nature of the theme) there 
may be an occasional recurrence of similar ideas or reflections. But, 
reading for profit, not for criticism, this will be readily understood and 
condoned by those for whom the volume is written. 
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The terms ' Early Deaths ' and ' Early Graves ' are 
relative ones ; and, as will be seen in the sequel, the 
writer has by no means confined himself to their more 
literal and restricted meaning. While throughout, and 
particularly in the former portion of the book, Infancy, 
Childhood, and Early Youth claim and receive the 
chiefest and tenderest consideration; — it has been 
deemed well to pass, by a natural gradation, to the case 
of those of more advanced age, yet on whom the appel- 
lation may be bestowed with equally touching truth 
and reality. Indeed, ' Early Death ' has often its most 
touching illustration in regard to those who have been 
arrested in the fiilfilment of some great Life Mission, 
for the good of man and for the glory of God ; and 
such, as will be seen from the Table of Contents, occupy 
the latter pages. One of these Memorials briefly re- 
cords the more salient features in the life and early 
departure of a devoted Missionary called away in the 
prime of early manhood ; while the last of these Immor- 
telles is reverently laid on the grave of the heroic Cap- 
tain Gill, who, in the writer's cherished remembrance, 
will be ever young ; and who perished, too early for his 
country, so tragically in the Sinai Desert. 

* * I have gratefully to acknowledge the courtesy 
of the Dean of Lichfield in connection with the beau- 
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tiful Frontispiece to this volume ; — ^an autotype taken 
from the celebrated monument of Chantrey which 
adorns his Cathedral : — ^truly a Poem — ^rather, a touch- 
ing Elegy in " breathing marble/' 
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INTEODUCTOEY CHAPTEE. 

HAVE often purposed, as I have been often 
asked, to publish such a book as this. The 
purpose and the request, long entertained, 
I resolved recently to carry out, upon one of those 
occasions in which the words of the title possessed a 
sad and exceptional significance. Ifc was in connection 
with a bereft household in which the writer, as former 
pastor and friend, had a sacred interest, and where 
the touching monotone claimed a still more mournful 
appropriateness than in the case of the stricken 
Patriarch who first uttered it : — " Joseph is not, and 
Simeon is not, and ye will take Benjamin alsol" 
(Gen. xliL 36). 

** Through dark and death, through fire and frosty 
With empty arms and treasure lost, 



I knock and cry, Undone ! Undone I 
Is there no help, no comfort — ^none ? 
No gleaning in the wide wheat- plains 
"Where others drive their loaded wains ? " 1 

** Oh, eyes that for my children's sake. 
Have poured forth tears like summer rain I 
Oh, breaking heart, that will not break, 
Yet never can be whole again I " 



* E. Barrett Browning. 
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Ko mission or employment can be more sacred than 
the endeavour to speak balm- words of comfort to those 
overtaken and prostrated with similar bereavements ; 
yes, and for whom it may well be added, there exist 
pre-eminent solaces and consolations. Touching in 
their very tenderness, and slow to heal as such wounds 
are, the smitten heart, if unable to subscribe to the say- 
ing of Lord Bacon, " Believe it, the sweetest canticle 
is Nunc dimittis" can understand the truth of another 
observation in the case especially of dear departed 
children, " The lamentation for an innocent child is a 
{hornless sorrow^ ^ No unmeaning words, surely, in the 
lips of one who could thus pour forth the pathetic 
dirges of his grief : — 

'' Despair was in our last farewell, 

As closed thine eye ; 
Tears of our anguish may not tell 

When thou didst die f 
Words may not paint our grief for thee ; 
Sighs are but bubbles on the sea 
Of our unfathomed agony." 

I cannot do better, in extending these preliminary 
remarks, than bring together some additional " cardi- 
pJionia " in the shape of strains wafted from harps 
that have been hung on the willows above * early 
tombstones ; ' but which have been taken down to 
sing the Lord's song — " Songs in the night." These 

^ Quoted in Mr. Logan's "Words of Comfort,'* p. 398, in a letter 
from D. M. Moir ('* Delta "). 
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minstrels of sorrow may be left to tell, first, the nature 
and characteristics of the afflictions that are more 
exclusively to engage our thoughts in the pages which 
follow, and then their exceptional solaces. If we 
begin with the shadow, it is only to give strength and 
brightness to the sunshine. 

The First characteristic which impresses us in con- 
nection with early bereavement is its universality. 
Few are the British households indeed, home or 
colonial, in busy city or quiet village or lone mountain 
glen, to which the word " an early grave " does not 
bring a rush of one or more sacred memories, with 
the sense of an irreparable loss. Nothing can better 
express the feeling than the familiar stanzas of Long- 
fellow, with their chords of simple, but, to use his own 
words in another connection, " exquisite music," for 
they touch the deepest sensibilities of our common 
nature : — 

'* There is no flock, however watched and tended, 
But one dead Iamb is there ; 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended. 
But has one vacant chair ! 

The air is full of farewells to the dying 

And mournings for the dead ; 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying, 

Will not be comforted^" 

I pass on to a Second characteristic, although one 
shared in common with all bereavements. There is 
perhaps no sadder element, no sadder thought and 
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reflection, than alas ! tlie too obvious one — so obvious 
it seems a platitude to state it or enlarge upon it — 
that the fondly familiar face and voice and footstep 
will never again be heard and recognised. " He shall 
not return to me ! " wails out the monarch of Israel 
over his withered flower. 

** Their voice, their toach, their sniile. 
Those love-springs flowing o*er. 
Earth for its little while 
Shall never know them more.'* ^ 

*' To know that prayers and time and pains. 
Can the lost love no more regain ; 
Than bid the hours of dying day 
Gleam in their midnight noon again.' 



n 



Every anniversary, formerly associated with life and 
joy, now seems to toll anew the funeral-bell, and 
to summon the mourner to visit with fresh tears the 
sepulchre of buried hopes. We stand in the dark 
empty halls of grief where life's newly-lighted tapers 
have already burnt to their socket, and the poet's cry 
rings in vain along the deserted corridors : — 

** Oh for the touch of a vanished hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still ! " 

The same thought is thus touchingly expanded and 
vivified : — 

" She will not view those upland fields snow-shrouded, 
Nor mark the fair frost-tracery on the pane ; 

1 Rev. E. n. Bickemteth. 
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Nor watch the sky by winter gloom o'erclouded, 
Nor see the Christmas stars shine out again. 

She will not listen to the church-bells ringing 
From the old tower their Christmas greeting sweet ; 

Nor hear the clear child-voices blithely singing 
Their ancient carols through the village street.'* ^ 

To the same effect we may listen to the tearful 
lines of another, over a missing " angel-child " : — 

" Twas as if some little song-bird 

Had dropped down from yon blue dome, 

Warbling still among the others, 
Wandering with them where they roam, 

And yet hallowing remembrance 
With low gushes about home I 

Shall we never hear her knocking 

At the little ivied door T 
Will she never run to kiss us, 

Bounding o*er the oaken floor ? 
Has that music gone for ever ? 

Are those tender lispings o'er ? 
Oh, the terror I Oh, the anguish, 

Of that one word — Evermore 1 *' • 

Yet at times — and in this also poetry only too truly 
interprets the experience of mourners — there would 
seem to come to them something like a strange re- 
awaking from the wild disquieting dream. In their 
unavailing -musings they are led to ask. Can it indeed 
be, after all, a sadj stern, irrevocable, irreversible reality? 
May it not prove but a fitful illusion and fantasy, 
which the morrow will dispel ? 



^ Sarah Doudney. * J. S. Bigg. 
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" The dark clouds part and the heavens are blue, 
And the trembling stare are shining through : 

But the vision faded, and all was still 
On the purple valley and distant hill ; 
No sound was there save the wailing breeze, 
The rain, and the rustling cypress trees ! " ^ 

Tli'is last quotation yet further suggests, what most 
have vividly felt in their hour of bereavement and in 
their heart of hearts, — never so much as when the 
early hopes of childhood or youth-promise have perished 
from their view, — how, by reason of that one irreparable 
stroke, all around them is changed ? Even beautiful 
Nature, that once delighted eye and soul, seems to 
have undergone a blight. Its brightest rainbow-hues 
have become pale and ashen ; — in accordance with a 
true touch in the true poetry of grief I heard, long ago, 
from the lips of an aged cottager suddenly bereft of 
her only stay, as she described the sky no longer blue, 
the grass no longer green, the sun no longer gold. It 
was the same thought which, about the same time, had 
been translated for her by more than one poet. Let 
us hear the Poet-Laureate from his matchless dirge 
over departed worth : — 

** With weary steps I loiter on, 

Though always under altered skies ; 
The purple from the distance dies. 
My prospect and horizon gone. 



^ A. A. Proctor, '* Legends and Lyrics.'* 
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Day, when my crowned estate begun 
To pine in that reverse of doom, 
Which sickened every living bloom, 

And blurred the splendour of the sun." ^ 

'' The sun was lazy in the heavens that day our darling died, 
And longer wore away the night we missed him from our side. 

I uttered brave and soothing words, as was my manhood's part, 
Then hurried speechlessly away to hide the father's heart. 

There was no loveliness in flowers, in human looks or books ; 
Dear household faces flitted round with pained and ghastly 

looks; 
A shadow mufiled like a cloud the splendours of the day. 
And sorrow speaking to the night took all its stars away." ' 

" The sun, the moon, the stars, the sea, 
All to the wallflower and wild-pea. 
Are changed : we saw the world through thee." • 

" Farewell, beloved child ! " are the words of a well- 
known writer. " The bright eternal doors have closed 
after thee ; we shall see thy sweet face no more. Oh, 
woe for them that watched thy entrance into heaven, 
when they shall wake and find only the cold grey 
sky of daily life, and thou gone for ever ! " 

" But she left us — she our angel — 

Without murmuring, without moan. 

And we woke and found it starlight — 
Found that we were all alone, 

And as desolate as birds' -nests 
When the fledglings all have flown I " * 

^ " In Memoriam. " 
2 James Hedderwick. Quoted in " Words of Comfort," p. 41S. 
8 D. M. Moir. * J. S. Bigg. 
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Shall we add to this a kindred feeling and sensation 
— the every where and the evert/ season when these lost 
treasures of aching souls are missed ? One of the best- 
known and deservedly loved of our Christian minstrels 
thus tells his experience : — 

'' The flowers of spriDg have come and gone ; 

Bright were their blossoms, brief their stay ; 
They shone and they were shone npon. 

They flourished, faded, passed away. 
So, hidden from our sorrowing eyes. 
Our young, sweet, spring-bloom buried lies ; 
One blast of earth swept o*er the flower. 
It died — the blossom of an hour. 

The summer flowers are freshly blowing 

Beneath glad July's genial mom ; 
Like smiles the face of earth bestrewing; 

For fragrance and for beauty bom ; 
My summer flower has passed away, 
Tis now a blank where all was gay — 
A blank where, at each evening's close, 
I hoped to watch my budding rose. 

Boon autumn with overflowing measure 

Will hang upon each bending tree 
The clusters of its golden treasure. 

The life of earth's vast family ; 
Alas I in one disastrous hour, 
From my green vine has fallen the flower ; 
A blighted hue its branches wear, 
My autumn tree looks cold and bare." ^ 

^ Dr. Horatius Bonar. 
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**1 missed them in the budding days of spring, 
I missed them when I saw the ripe fruits fall ; 
But when the Christmas chimes began to ring, 
I missed them most of all ! 

Without, I heard the Christmas carols sung, 

Within, I only saw those vacant chairs ; 
Ah me ! I shivered in my woe, and wrung 
My wild hands unawares 1 " ^ 

But enough has been said on the sad features and 
characteristics of such sorrows; — the tender shadows 
of earth's shadowed homes. " Deep is calling unto 
deep at the noise of Thy waterspouts : all Thy waves 
and Thy billows have gone over me." " Yet the Lord 
will command His loving-kindness in the daytime, and 
in the night His song shall he with 7ne " (Ps. xlii. 8). 

Not all remains a tangled mystery, 
A blurred and blotted page of hieroglyphs, 
Unread and uninterpreted. Go, hush, 
Mourner, these plaintive wailings ; gather round 
His gracious Founts of Comfort. Leave the clouds 
That mope and lower upon the mountain heights ; 
And, in the valley, whither by His hand 
Thou hast been led, repair from pool to pooL 
Faith and Submission are bright angels, sent, 
With golden pitchers, to assist in fetching 
Up from the depths the promised solaces ; — 
With joy draw water from those Wells of Life I 

Using another figure : Come with me, bereaved 

1 *• Psahns of Life,"— "The ChOdren's Angels." 
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Parents and friends, and let us note together a few of 
the true immortelles which are laid on the gi*ave of 
your loved and lost. 

The First soothing and consoling reflection (I speak 
again more specially of the loss of little children), is 
the " thomless " characteristic which the poet already 
quoted refers to. Your child is safe ; — as safe as ever- 
lasting power and love can make it. 

** But oh, the thought he is iu lieaven, — 

That thought is bliss 1 " 

" My angel child ! " writes the Baroness Bunsen as 
she stoops over her beloved dead, " After life's fitful 
fever she sleeps well. . . . That fine intelligence, that 
expansive heart and soul are taking in full draughts of 
the blessedness that shall know no end." ^ 

We never can forget, long years ago, with what 
deep emotion a bereaved father read to us these lines, 
from a poet whose power and pathos are not appre- 
ciated as they deserve : — 

'* Death found strange beauty on tliat polished brow 
And dashed it out. There was a tint of rose 
On cheek and lip. He touched the veins with ice, 
And the rose faded. 

^ " Those wurds of the Apocalypse, * These are they in whose mouth 
>va8 found no guile, for they are without spot before the throne of God,' 
were chosen by my husband for the inscription on the cippus placed 
over the remains of the two children we were called upon to deposit 
near the Pyramid of Caius Cestius." — Baroness BunserCs Life and 
LettevSf voL ii. p. 271. 
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Forth from those hlue cyea 
There spake a wistful tenderness ; a doubt 
Whether to grieve or sleep, which innocence 
Alone may wear. With ruthless haste he bound 
The silken fringes of those curtaining lids 
For ever. 

But there beamed one smile. 
So fixed, so holy, from that cherub brow, 
Death gazed, and left it there. He dared not steal 
The signet-ring of heaven." ^ 

One " greatly beloved," who has long since joined 
the services of the Upper Sanctuary, unburdens, in 
these simple strains, the sorrows of a brother's heart 
to a parent on the death of a young and only 
daughter : — 

** She is in Heaven ! — that thought alone 
Should chase the grief which clouds thy brow: 
Hers the glad summons from the Throne — 
* My Glory enter thou.' 

She is in Heaven I — lest earthly love. 
So sweet, so strong as hers and thine, 
To both might too attractive prove. 
Displacing Love Divine. 

She is in Heaven ! — ^but still imseen 
With hers thy notes of praise may blend ; 
On the same Rock thy soul may lean. 
To the same Centre tend. 

She is in Heaven ! — a gleaming star. 
To cheer thee in thy darkened lot. 
And guide 'mid joys which fleeting are. 
To One who changeth not 



* L. H. Sigoumey. 
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She is in Heaven ! —at times, when prone 

To mourn the race so early run, 

A white-robed saint before the Throne 

Whispers — * The prize is won/ 

She is in Heaven ! — ^has reached ere noon 

In safety yon celestial shore ; 

And oh ! the bliss to meet her soon — 

' Not lost, but gone before.* '* ^ 

As familiar to all bereaved parents as those already 
quoted, are Longfellow's lines on " The Eeaper and his 
Sickle ; " but their repetition can never pall : — 

" He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 
He kissed their drooping leaves ; 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 
He bound them in his sheaves. 

And the mother gave in tears and pain 

The flowers she most did love, 
She knew she should find them all again 

In the fields of light abo?e. 

Oh, not in cruelty, not in wrath 

The Reaper came that day ; 
'Twas an angel visited the green earth 

And took the flowers away." 

The mother " knew she would find them all again." 
Yes, find them exactly as transplanted. Not blown 
into the unrecognised rose, but still the tender bud 
with which she parted in life's young morning. Not 
the tree grown out of her earthly remembrance in 

* A. M., 1838. 
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matured branch and foliage, but the 8ame tender 

sapling that was nursed by her side in the earthly 

garden, with an unchanged identity. A poet's beautiful 

sentiment on this, is worthy, at all events of being 

fondly entertained and clung to, viz., that while here 

below, children lose their often " angelic " lovableness 

and attractiveness as they grow up to manhood and 

womanhood — called to grapple with the stern realities 

of life; not so with the early dead, — "lilies gathered" 

with the early dews of morning on their snowy 

petals : — 

" fiow the children leave us ! and no traces 
Linger of that smiling angel-band; 
Gone, for ever gone ! and in their places 
Weary men and anxious women stand. 

Yet we have some little ones still ours ; 

They have kept the baby-smile we know, 
Which we kissed one day, and hid with flowers. 

On their dead white faces, long ago." 1 

On reading some time since the published " Letters 
of Charles Dickens," I was struck with the following. 
That distinguished author, whose keen and discerning 
sympathies were in keeping with his genius, had ever 
a peculiar reticence in the obtrusion of his own 
personal religious views and opinions. But when he 
does speak, it is always with singular beauty, reality, 
earnestness, and pathos. He thus addresses a bereaved 
parent on the death of a child : — " The simplest and 

* A. A. Proctor's " Legends and Lyrics." 
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most afifecting passage in all the noble history of our 
Great Master is His consideration for little children ; 
and in reference to yours, as many millions of bereaved 
mothers, poor and rich, will do in reference to theirs 
until the end of time, you may take the comfort of 
the generous words. In a book by one of the greatest 
English writers, called * A Journey from this World 
to the Next,' a parent comes to the distant country 
beyond the grave, and finds the little girl he had lost 
so long ago, engaged in building a bower to receive 
him in, when his aged steps should bring him there at 
last. He is filled with joy to see her, so young, so 
bright, so full of promise, and is enraptured to think 
that she never was old, wan, tearful, withered. This 
is always one of the sources of consolation in the 
deaths of children. With no effort of the fancy, with 
nothing to undo, you will always be able to think 
of the pretty creature you have lost as a child in 
heaven." ^ 

God has His own all-wise, it may be mysterious, 
reasons for these early removals. As early plucked 
and gathered flowers, they were required as exotics for 
their place in the better garden. A mother has her 
favourite child in the earthly family ; may not what 
has been called "the mother-love of God" have the 
same in His ? — reason sufficient for taking His 
favourites to what you may call an early grave ; what 
ITe calls an early Home ! 

* "Letters of Charles Dickens," pp. 170, 171. 
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" We call them ours, o'erwept with selfish tears, 

Overwatched with restless longings iiight and day, 
Forgetful of the high, mysterious right 
He holds to bear our cherished plants away. 

But when some sunny spot in those bri^;ht fields 
Needs the fair presence of an added flower, 

Down sweeps a starry angel in the night. 

At mom the rose has vanished from our bower." ^ 

Of this, at all events, we may feel assured — a thought 
dwelt upon and expanded in more than one future 
page — that many trials and sorrows and sins have 
thereby been mercifully escaped. " The transplanted 
flowers " have evaded " the windy storm and tempest." 
Their blossoms can no longer be ruffled with the blast, 
their leaves no longer blighted and mildewed. 

" Why therefore weep, when all the cares, 
The doubts, the troubles, and the snares. 
The threatening clouds, the falling tears, 
Boyhood's wild hopes and manhood's fears, 
That might have been for him — for thee — 
Have passed away, and ne'er shall be ? 

No thorns of earth have pierced his feet. 
No bitter tempests round him beat ; 
He scarcely suflfered, then was crowned, 
Was scarcely lost till he was found, 
A child of thine — a child of bliss ! 
Why therefore weep for joy like this ? " ■ 

" For them the wild is past 
With all its toil and care. 
Its dry sirocco blast, 
Its fiery noonday glare. 



1 H. B. Stowe. « Rev. Dr. Monsell's "Parish Musings." 
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Them the Good Shepherd leads 

Where storms are never rife, 
In tranquil dewy meads 

Beside the Fount of Life." ^ 

Oh, how often, if the muffled sobs or passionate 
grief of earth could only be stilled, would another and 
very different sound break on the ear of faith ! — 

'* I heard the angels singing 

As they went up through the sky, 
With a tender spirit bringing 
To its Father's house on high. 

Happy thou, so soon ascended. 

With thy shining raiment on! 
Happy thou, whose race is ended 

With a crown so quickly won 1 

Happy thou, so timely gathered 

From a region cold and bare, 
There to bloom, a flower unwithered. 

Through an endless summer there ! " ' 

At the funeral of the late great and good Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, all who, like the writer, had 
the privilege of being present, must retain an ever- 
vivid recollection of the moment when the words and 
cadences of lines so beautiful in themselves, and so 
touchingly associated with the departed Primate's early 
sorrows, were wafted from the inner circle of mourners. 
They had been treasured by him and his in life ; now 

1 Rev. E. H Bickersteth. ^ Rev. J. D. Bums. 
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they formed the most impressive part of his own last 
requiem : — 

" And with the mom those angel faces smile, 
Which we have loved long since and lost awhile.** 

We have made the same calming, blissful assurance 
the motto and keynote of this volume. Oh, ye sor- 
rowing, broken-hearted mourners I let the everlasting 
smile of these angel faces support you amid "en- 
circling gloom," and reconcile to the traversing of 
"moor and fen, crag and torrent, till the night is 
gone ! " Lift up your drooping heads. It may be 
night here; but there is no night there! You 
will meet them all again, their eyes beaming in the 
morning light of immortality ! 

No dark shadow of doubt or anxiety looms over the 
future of your loved ones. This, believe me, is often a 
sad element in the grief of others, — indeed, the sorrow 
of all sorrows. What would hundreds of bleeding 
hearts give for the brief word of consolation which 
trembles on your lips through fast-falling tears ? 

'* He sets as sets the morning star, which goes 
Not down behind the darkened west, nor hides 
Obscured among the tempests of the sky, 
But melts away into the light of heaven." 

"You have lost a child," says the saintly Samuel 
Eutherford, using the same figure in one of his letters 
to a mourning parent; "nay, she is not lost to you 
who is found to Christ ; she is not sent away, but only 
sent before : like unto a star which goeth out of our 
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sight doth not die and vanish, but shineth in another 
hemisphere; you see her not, yet she doth shine 
in another country. If her glass was but a short 
hour, what she wants of time she has got of eter- 
nity, and you have to rejoice that one belonging to 
you is now in glory." 

Strive not to look so much on the earthly side of 
your affliction ; or, if you do, let it be only to dwell 
on the blessed and surpassing contrast. As to the 
former, we allow, deck as you may the sods of the 
grave with the brightest flowers, it is the grave still. 
It is death contemplated from the gloomy bank of the 
Jordan river : — 

** Down below, cold sunlight on the tomhstones, 
And the turf wet with early faded flowers, 
Summer roses, once like young hopes burning, 
Now between the ivy dripped with showers." 

But— 

" Up above, a crowned and happy spirit, 
Like an infant in the eternal years. 
Who shall grow in love and light for ever, 
Ordered in his place among the peers. 

Oh, the rest for ever and the rapture ! 

Oh, the hand that wipes the tears away ! 
Oh, the golden homes beyond the sunset, 

And the hope that watches o'er the clay I " ^ 

Touchiugly does Mrs. Barrett Browning, in her 
own unique and forcible style, as she writes of a 

^ Bishop Alexander. 
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beloved child laid in its grave at Florence, describe 
the undying interests of the mother in her departed 
one — ^interests of which death could not despoil her. 
Also the contrast, of which we have just spoken, 
between her own earthly loss and her child's heavenly 
gain : — 

" Arius empty of her child she lifts, 

With spirit unbereaven ; 
God will not all take back His gifts. 

For she is mine in heaven I 

Still mine ! maternal rights serene, 

Not given to another 1 
Tlie crystal bars shine faint between 

The sonls of child and mother. 

Thanks be to God to halve the lot, 

And give her all the sweetness ; 
To us, the empty room and cot. 

To her, the heaven's completeness. 

To us, this grave ; to her, in rows 
The mystic palm-trees springing ; 

To us, the silence in the house ; 
To her, the choral singing. 

For her to gladden in God's view, 

For us to hope and bear on ! 
Grow, lily, in thy garden new. 

Beside the Rose of Sharon ! " 

The same thought, slightly different, is with similar 
power, tenderness, and beauty thus expressed : — 

" Oh, cruel winds of death, that rise, 
And rage through helpless lands. 
To dash the light from loving eyes. 
The staff from feeble hands I 
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Was it not dark enough below, 

Or bright enough in heaven, 

That God should stoop to rob me so 

Of the lamps His love had given ? 
• ••••• 

For every lamp that trembled here 

And faded in the night, 
Behold a star, serene and clear. 

Smiles on me from the height. 

Ml/ stars above, my stars alone, 

Unseen by strangers' eyes. 
For me they bum before the throne, 

In calm and cloudless skies." ^ 

These introductory words might readily be much 
farther extended, and not a few other pathetic thoughts 
from poet-dirges claim insertion. Let me add the 
three following, so beautifully expressing faith's victory 
over sight ; when calm resignation to God's holy will 
rises to the ascendant ; and once-dimmed eyes, rid of 
their tears, gaze calmly, hopefully, joyfullyy w^^^^^ 
" the gates ajar : " — 

** What though the highest hopes we dearly cherished 
All faded gently as the setting sun ; 
What though our own fond expectations perished 
Ere yet life's noblest labour seemed begun 1 

What though he standeth at no earthly altar ? 

Yet in white raiment, on the golden floor. 
Where love is perfect and no step can falter. 

He serveth as a priest for evermore. 
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Oh, glorious end of life's short day of sadness 1 
Oh, blessed course, so well and nobly run ! 

Oh, home of love and everlasting gladness ! 
Oh, crown unfading and so early won ! " ^ 

'* A voice is heard on earth of kinsfolk weeping 
The loss of one they love ; 
But he is gone where the redeemed are keeping 
A festival above. 

The mourners throng the way, and from the steeple 

The funeral-bell tolls slow ; 
But on the golden streets the holy people 

Are passing to and fro— 

And saying, as they meet, ' Rejoice ! another, 

Long waited for, is come ! ' 
The Saviour's heart is glad, a younger brother 

Hath reached the Father's home ! " * 

No amaranth laid on the grave of beloved dead 
would be complete, without a chaplet from the most 
gifted of recent Christian minstrels. We cannot, 
therefore, more appropriately conclude this prelude 
than with these elevating "anniversary lines" from the 
" Ministry of Song." The minor strain makes itself 
heard, only to be overpowered with a gush of heavenly 
hope and triumph : — 

"She is at rest, 

In God's own presence blest, 
Whom, while with us, this day we loved to greet. 

Her birthdays o'er. 

She counts the years no more ; 
Time's footfall is not heard along the golden street. 

^ Rev. R. H. Baynes. * Rev. J. D. Bums. 
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That strange new song, 

Amid a white-robed throng, 
Is gushing from her harp in living tone ; 

Her seraph voice, 

Tuned only to rejoice, 
Floats upward to the emerald-arched throne. 

No passing cloud 

Her loveliness may shroud, 
The beauty of her youth may never fade ; 

No line of care 

Her sealed brow may wear, 
The joy -gleam of her eye no dimness e'er may shade. 

A little while, 

And they whose loving smile 
Had melted *neath the touch of lonely woe, 

Shall reach her home 

Beneath the star-buiJt dome ; 
Her anthem they shall swell, her joy they soon shall know." * 

* F. E. Havergal. 
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EVEN 80| FATHEB : FOR SO IT SEEMED GOOD IN THT 8IQHT. 

MATT. XL 26. 



"even 80, FATHER: FOR SO IT SEEMED GOOD IN THY SIGHT." 

MATT. Xi. 26. 




'""^r^^ HEAED these words uttered but the other 
day, under aflfecting circumstances, at a 
^^^^^ young Christian's deathbed.^ 

Pulpit themes should take their hue and colour, 
if possible, from events and impressions of the hour. 
I have accordingly thought it might not be unprofit- 
able to select this beautiful saying as suggestive of a 
few appropriate meditations. I separate it from its 
connection in the passage where it occurs. I shall not 
even regard the verse, in what is its highest and holiest 
meaning, as an utterance of the Saviour ; but look at 
it as it stands, the simple expression of devout sub- 
mission to the mysterious decrees of God on the part 
of all His true people. 

The words necessarily, and on the face of them, 
imply that in this world of ours there are deep per- 
plexities ; on human data insoluble problems : that 
things do not appear " good " in our sight : that if we 



^ The writer has deemed it better to retain this exactly as it was 
spoken from the pulpit : — the themes and reflections suggested by 
the early death of a peculiarly lovable young member of his congre- 
gation. 
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had the world iu our own hands we should order 
events far otherwise : our own lot and that of others 
we should mould far differently. But all that con- 
cerns us is happily in other and better keeping. Fall- 
ing back on the Fatherhood of the Great Supreme, in 
the only true sense of that paternal relation, it is 
for us to say, humbly and devoutly, accepting the 
mysteries we cannot explain — "Even so, Father: for 
so it seemed good in Thy sight ! " 

These perplexities and problems are manifold. 
The long, pining, wasting sickness ; and especially, as 
is often seen, arresting the active and the good in the 
midst of careers of usefulness and beneficence ; health 
and strength that can ill be spared ; days of suffering 
and nights of weariness appointed : that never seems 
" good " in our sight. 

Take another case, that of worldly impoverishment ; 
the loss of a man's substance, — not a niggard, not 
a penurious hoarder, but a generous giver ; one alike 
with a full purse and an open one, whose delight 
was to relieve distress, and discharge liberally the 
responsible stewardship of his wealth to the Great 
Giver. How strangely mysterious to see the cringing 
worshipper of Mammon permitted, unhindered and 
unimpeded to pile up the golden heap, while this 
noble-hearted almoner of Jehovah's bounty is crippled 
with disastrous loss — pecuniary embarrassment, for 
which, too, perchance he is not personally responsible 
— the innocent victim, it may be, of cruel wrong and 
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heartless deception. That cannot seem *'good" in our 
sight ! 

But I shall confine myself now to the one illustra- 
tion which comes home to many, very many amongst 
us, and to some with exceptional impressiveness — 
the death of the young and promising. I do not refer 
to those who were so intellectually alon^, but to not 
a few who, in addition to mere natural acquirements, 
had given evidence of better spiritual gifts, and 
felt within their youthful bosoms the throbbings and 
aspirations of the higher nature. How often do lives 
of greatest lovableness — the pride of the household 
— appear to be the first taken — the choicest blossoms 
the first prematurely to fall ! Is this a mere illusion, 
a natural and pardonable fantasy ? It may at times 
be purely sentimental. The bereft heart, like the 
shepherd of the parable, may at times be blamable in 
forgetting the ninety and nine, and going in longing 
parental fondness and partiality after *' that which was 
lost." Yet, explain it as we may, neither can what is 
a very generally accepted article in the creed of the 
bereaved be relegated to this domain of mere senti- 
ment. It too often really is the favourite child, or the 
youth of fairest promise, that is the missing one ; one 
of those whose names are described by a pathetic writer 
as "always on gravestones; and their sweet smiles, 
their heavenly eyes, their singular words and ways 
among the buried treasures of yearning hearts. In 
how many families do you hear the legend that all 
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the goodness and graces of the living are nothing to 
the peculiar charms of one who is not ! " ^ It was an 
old saying, even of Pagan antiquity, " Those whom the 
gods love die young." No lines of Wordsworth's are 
more familiar than these : — 

** Oh, sir, the good die first, 
And they whose hearts are dry as summer's dust 
Bum to the socket*' 

Many a parent's heart can respond to the tender words 
of a touching Eastern lament : — 

" I never nursed a dear gazelle. 
To glad me with its soft black eye. 
But when it learnt to know me well 
And love me, it was sure to die." 

Be this, however, as it may, there are few, at all 
events, who will not allow that among the most 
mysterious of Providences is the mystery of early 
death. When we think of the possible future of our 
dear departed had they been spared — their possible, 
their probable usefulness in the Church and in the 
world, we cannot see ' good ' in their removal. There 
is little to perplex in the case of the aged Christian's 
translation ; for with him the battle is fought and life's 
mission fulfilled. But the young warrior, full of 
elastic hope and bright anticipations, suddenly to fall 
ere he has had time to buckle on his armour: the young, 
it may be the boyish soul, filled with noble yearnings 



1 Mrs. H. B. Stowe. 
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to make the worM the Letter for hiai while he lired, 
and to miss him when he died! In vain, in the 
presence of the King of Terrors, as he lays his icy 
finger on the brow, do we ask, " Why is this ? " 

But "it seemed go-od in Thy sight!" There are 
reasons (shadowy, partial, undefined they may be) ; but 
there are such reasons for this apparently premature 
departure of the youthful Christian, which may lead us 
in calm faith and submission to breathe that '^ divinely 
taught ** utterance. Let me proceed, with God's bless- 
ing, to specify one or two of these. 

I. The y<m7vg Cliristian is thereby saved many unfore- 
seen perils. We never like to think of ecil in connec- 
tion with the juvenile, the innocent, the happy. And 
in the case of a life that has early consecrated itself to 
God, we can surround it only with sunshine — sunshine 
in the present, and with a halo of future hope and 
blessing. But who can tell, if this life of promise had 
been prolonged, what might have overtaken it ? Who 
that knows the treachery of the human heart can 
forecast the coming years of the most loving and 
beloved ? Life's shores, alas ! are strewed with the 
wrecks of many a vessel which began its course on the 
early river with all that a parent's fond heart could 
desire ! How many a father would have been grate- 
ful had his prodigal boy been summoned in youth, 
instead of being spared, not as a blessing, but as a 
curse! In the quaint oft-quoted words of an old writer. 
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** Better David's dead child than his living Absalom ! " 
Better for the green and tender vine, even with its 
unripe or undeveloped clusters, to be transplanted, than 
left for " the boar of the wood to waste it and the wild 
beast of the field to devour it." We cannot anticipate 
or foresee ; but there is an omniscient Eye which can — 
which does ! He may discern mercy and kindness in 
the early removal, unknown and undiscerned by us. 
" Even so, Father : for so it seemed good in Thy sight ! " 

II. The young Christian is often early taken away, 
because in his case the great end of existence is fid- 
filled. That end is not to be measured by days or 
months or years. " Man's chief end is to glorify 
God." That glorious consummation may be attained 
in ten years, or twenty years, as well as in fifty, or 
threescore and ten. The child may die " an hundred 
years old I " It is a promise of God given in one of 
the Psalms, "With long life will I satisfy him." 
What is truly long life ? Men may survive to the 
age of Methuselah, and yet the life of many centuries 
may be a blank. They may live all the while like 
the men of Meroz, " doing nothing," and sink into 
their graves unremembered and forgotten ; — the world 
no gainer by them during a barren and profitless exist- 
ence, and no tear to spare for them at their departure. 
While a touly " long life " — the life which is measured 
and calculated not by arithmetic but by deeds — by 
virtue and worth, may be compressed within a few 



30 A GENERAL HOMILY ON EARLY GRAVES. 

brief years. The world has its conventional time tox 
celebrating what is called coming of age ; bnt in the 
sight of God that life attains its majority, when, 
within a far briefer period, the owner of it fan lay 
his head on a death-pillow, and in humble reverence 
say, in the spirit at least of the words of the Great 
Master, " I have glorified Thee on the earth ; I have 
finished the work which Thou gavest me to do." 
Even in the case of hum^ genius this is true. 
Raphael died in comparative youth, and yet, in the 

earthly sense of the term, he is immortal. He com- 
pressed the lives of a thousand into a few brief years, 
and gave an impulse to art and to the creation of all 
that, pictorially at least, is devoutest and purest in 
religious sentiment, which is felt to this day. So, in 
a far higher acceptation, morally and spiritually, 
there are young lives, early taken, of those who, in the 
truest, grandest sense, have been the Methuselahs of 
the world ; who lived briefly yet nobly here, whose 
existence is perpetuated in a more glorious sphere 
above. " He asked life of Thee, and Thou gavest him 
a long life, even for ever and ever." ^ " Even so. 
Father : for so it seevud good in Thy sight ! " 

But this suggests — 

III. The young Christian is frequently summoned to 
an early grave, in order to draw survivors and frieiids 



* Psalm xxi. 4, Prayer-Book version. 
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. tQ heaven. He or she, the early removed, are often thus 
set a& beacon-lights on " the farther shore." Many 
a heart tkat resists other influences, — ^sickness, worldly 
loss, and similar providential dispensations, has been 
von to God and heaven and happiness by the glorified 
voices of the departed! The sheep (to use a well-known 
simple illustration) which no force could drive into 
the fold, — which sternly resisted going through the 
wicket-gate, is induced to do so by the bleat of her own 
lamb. The lamb is taken first by the shepherd, and 
then the other follows with willing and obedient step.^ 



^ Since this sentence was written, the writer's eye accidentally fell on 
the following verses ; the expansion of the same thought in a much 
more beautiful and expressive form : — 



After our child's untroubled breath 

Up to the Father took its way. 
And on our home the shade of Death 

Like a long twilight haunting lay, 
And friends came round with ua to 
weep 

Her little spii-it's swift remove, 
Tlie story of the Alpine sheep 

Was told to \\a by one we love. 

They, in the valley's sheltering care, 
Soon crop the meadow's tender 
prime, 
And when the sod grows brown and 
bate, 
The shepherd strives to make them 
climb 
To airy shelves of pasture green. 
That liang along the mouniain's 
side, 
Where grass and flowers together 
lean, 
And doWn through mist the sun- 
beams slida 

But naught can tempt the timid things 
The steep and rugged paths to try. 



Though sweet the shepherd calls and 
sings. 
And seared below the pastures lie. 
Till in his arms their lambs he takes. 

Along the dizzy verge to go ; 
Then, heedless of the rifts and breaks, 
They follow on o'er rock and snow. 

And in those xmstures, lifted fair. 

More dewy-soft than lowland mead. 
The shepherd drops his tender care. 

And sheep and lambs together fred. 
This parable, by Nature breathed, 

Blew on me as the south-wind fi-ee 
O'er frozen brooks that flow un- 
sheathed 

From icy thraldom to the sea. 

A blissful vision through the night. 

Would all my happy senses sway. 
Of the Good Shepherd on the height. 

Or climbing up the starry way, 
Holding our little lamb asleep, — 

While like the murmur of the sea, 
Sounded that voice along the deep. 

Saying, " Arise and follow me ! " 

M. W. Lowell. 
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Ah ! how many who have now reached their thrones 
and their crowns can testify : " But for that sainted 
child early taken from me, I never would have been 
here ! It was that voice which first stole down npon 
my ear in the soft whisper of celestial love, and made 
me first listen to the words of the sublime vision in 
the Book of Eevelation, ' Come np hither ! ' " 

Several present, have sons who are abroad in a 
foreign land. What a new interest their going there 
has given you in that distant country ! Kingdoms and 
colonies perhaps you scarce knew of previously, and 
which you could not have pointed to in the map, now 
how familiar ! So with many a bereft parent. Tour 
child has emigrated, — set sail to the celestial shores. 
You have an interest in that unseen world you never 
had before. Heaven is brought near you with all the 
strength of a home feeling. It is no longer " the land 
that is very far off." You cannot help, in thought, 
being drawn to those mansions from which the angel 
message is ever coming from a voice silent on earth : 
" If ye loved Me, ye would rejoice because I said I 
go unto the Father ! " 

^^Even so J Father : for so it seemed good in Tliy sight T 

Once more — 



IV. The young Christian is removed; hut he is 
with you still. Though in one sense taken from your 
sight; in another and better sense he is not so. I 
speak not of heaven ; I speak now of earth. Even in 
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regard to this world he is not '' ganej* The poet 
beautifully says — 

^ Tis better to have loved and lost, 
Than never to have loved at all.*' 

Yes, far better ; for love is an unquenchable thing. 
Nay, love, in the truest meaning of the term, is life ; 
and that love never dies. If you think of it for a 
moment, it is not the mere bodily presence of a child, 
or brother, or sister, that is ' life.' If that child grow 
up to be the prodigal I spoke of a little ago, his life 
and his love are alike really cut oflf from his parent ; 
whereas there is true life and love in those memories 
which cluster round the grave of the sainted dead. 
That son or brother we have also just referred to, 
who went to the distant colony or settlement, and 
who with a smile on his lip and the tear in his eye, 
gave us the last waive of his hand when the vessel 
was leaving the harbour, he is not dead.. Though 
separated from us, there is life and love still in that 
land of adoption. We think of him as living. It is 
our daydream to see him and welcome him again. On 
the other hand, that friend, that relative, though he 
may live next door, is virtually * dead,' who by un- 
kindness and ingratitude is estranged from us ; passing 
and repassing in life's thoroughfares without the nod 
of recognition. He may be liviTig in the literal sense 
of the word, but he is " dead while he liveth." His 
personal presence is not life ; he is truly " the dead one.*' 
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While the other, whose memories of holy affection 
are enshrined in the heart, who spake words of im- 
perishable kindness and comfort in passing through 
the dark valley, and pointed, when the tongue was 
unable to speak, to the land and the ties which know 
no dissolution, he is truly the living one. The link in 
the one case is snapped ; the other, though invisible, is 
a golden chain which binds and rivets, now and for all 
eternity/ 

" No longer here," says Hawthorn, in the first hours 
of parental grief ; " she is there ; gazing, seeing, know- 
ing, loving, as the blessed only see, and know, and 
love. Earth has one angel less, and heaven one more, 
since yesterday. Already, kneeling at the throne, she 
has received her welcome, and is resting on the bosom 
of her Saviour. If human love have power to pene- 
trate the veil — (and hath it not ?) — then there are yet 
living here a few who have the blessedness of knowing 
that an angel loves them ! " 

Let bereaved fathers and mothers ponder often this 
elevated and elevating truth. The casket has perished, 
but the jewel is still safe. Just as in that appalling 
railway catastrophe the other day, amid the charred 
ashes of death the brilliants and diamonds were found 
untouched and uninjured. Yes; I repeat it. That 
silent portrait on the wall is not* your child. That 
face in your photographic collection is not your child. 

^ See Dr. Martineau's ''Endeavours after the Christian Life," pp. 1 19, 
120. 
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That white bust of marble which the chisel has 
wrought for you is not your child. These are dumb, 
mute, inanimate, — the mere semblances, no more ; loved 
and treasured indeed as memorials and souvenirs. 
But it is a nobler living image and reality on which 
your heart can repose;, the example which was be- 
queathed to you, the loving thoughts and elevated 
motives, and the words and ways and deeds which 
death never can extinguish. The beautiful action 
of the Saviour of old may become, with another sacred 
meaning, an habitual one with you : " And He took 
a child and set him in the midst." With such-like 
memories, and with so noble a reversion, may all 
sorrowing parents who have been called to mourn 
blanks in their households, lives of virtue and promise 
so apparently quenched in darkness, gather around 
the 'early grave;' and with these gleams of holy 
"radiance left lingering behind, breathe the word of 
devout and loving submission, ** Uven sOy Father : for 
so it seemed good in Thy sight!" 

" She is not dead — ^the child of our affection — 

But gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection, 

And Christ Himself doth rule. 
In that great cloister's stillness and seclusion, 

By guardian angels led, 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution, 

She lives whom we caU deadl" ^ 



^ Longfellow. 
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If I have a remark in dosing, it would be to the 
young — to those who are still spared in life and health 
and strength — ^that they might remember what Ufe is, 
and how sacred is its mission, whether the period of 
their natural existence be long or short Ye who are 
still in the morning of youth, try to know and to 
realise what a blessed thing early piety is. And if 
there be, now and then, those among your playmates 
and companions who love God and serve Him, that 
are cut down, may you have grace to take their 
places in the heavenly course. Those of you who are 
older may recall, that in the torchlight races of the 
ancient Greeks, when one young flambeau-bearer had 
finished his allotted part in the running, he handed 
on the lighted torch to another ; this to another ; and 
this to another still. Be it so with you in a higher, 
nobler race. When young torch-bearers we may be 
mourning to-day have finished their course and kept 
the faith, may their example animate you to follow 
their steps ; — ^to take the torch from their dying hands, 
and bear it on till you reach, like them, your heavenly 
crowns. The mansions are filling, the cloud of young 
witnesses is increasing. "So run that ye may ob- 
tain!'' 

EVEN SO. 

my Father, even so I 
Nought is stable earth can show ; 
Vanishing like wreaths of snow, 
Or like transient snnset glow: 
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Sorrows will their shxidow throw; 
Broken oft the early bow ; 
Early leaves the pathway strew, 
Home-flowers blighted ere they blow ; 
Gourds lie withered ere they grow ; 
Sundown while yet morning-glow. 
Friendships come and friendships go : 
Billows tossing to and fro ; 
All at best a passing show. 
But, amid the ebb and flow, 
'Tis enough for me to know 
All that happens here below 
Thou in love appointest so : 
Green or ripe, Thy right to mow, 
Heaping what Thy hand did sow. 
Taking what Thou didst bestow, 
Kaisiiig up and laying low, — 

EVEN so I 



PART I. 
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I. 

THE DBA TH OF A CHILD. 

" AND IT OAMB TO PASS AFTER THESB THINGS, THAT THE SON OF 
THE WOMAN, THE MISTRESS OF THE HOUSE, FELL SICK ; AND HIS 
SICKNESS WAS SO SORE, THAT THERE WAS NO BREATH LEFT IN 
HIM. AND SHE SAID UNTO ELIJAH, WHAT HAVE I TO DO WITH 
THEE, O THOU MAN OF OOD f ART THOU COMB UNTO ME TO CALL 
MY SIN TO REMEMBRANCE, AND TO SLAY MY SON? AND HE SAID 
UNTO HER, GIVE ME THY SON. AND HE TOOK HIM OUT OF HER 
BOSOM, AND CARRIED HIM UP INTO A LOFT WHERE HE ABODE, AND 
LAID HIM UPON HIS OWN BED. AND HE CRIED UNTO THE LORD, 
AND SAID, O LORD MY GOD, HAST THOU ALSO BROUGHT EVIL UPON 
THE WIDOW WITH WHOM I SOJOURN, BY SLAYING HER SON ? AND 
HE STRETCHED HIMSELF UPON THE CHILD THREE TIMES, AND CRIED 
UNTO THE LORD, AND SAID, O LORD MY GOD, I PRAY THEE, LET 
THIS child's soul COME INTO HIM AGAIN. AND THE LORD HEARD 
THE VOICE OF ELIJAH ; AND THE SOUL OF THE CHILD CAME INTO 
HIM AGAIN, AND HE REVIVED. AND ELIJAH TOOK THE CHILD, 
AND BROUGHT HIM DOWN OUT OF THE CHAMBER INTO THE HOUSE, 
AND DELIVERED HIM UNTO HIS MOTHER : AND ELIJAH SAID, SEE, 
THY SON LIVETH. AND THE WOMAN SAID TO ELUAH, NOW BY 
THIS I KNOW THAT THOU ART A MAN OF GOD, AND THAT THE 
WORD OF THE LORD IN THY MOUTH IS TRUTH." — I KINGS XVU. 
17-24. 
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THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 

HE death of a child ! — reminding us, that, 
three thousand years ago. the griefs of the 
old world were identical with our own : — the 
stricken hearts of mourning parents the same in the 
ancient homes of Palestine as in the modern homes of 
England: — the Rachels in hoth "weeping for their chil- 
dren and will not be comforted because they are not ! " 

From the words which stand at the head of this 
chapter, the prophet Elijah was now under the roof 
of the widow of ZarephatL A grievous famine was 
still raging amid the thousands around. But as each 
morning's sun rose on the inmates of this tranquil 
home, lo, the barrel and the cruse described in the 
preceding context, and which the evening meal seemed 
to have exhausted, were again replenished. God's 
mercies were " new to them every morning, and His 
faithfulness every night." 

We can only venture to surmise how the Prophet's 
hours, in this secluded dwelling, would be spent We 
can follow him in thought as betimes, perchance, he 
wandered up the rocky ridges which flanked the town ; 
gazing now on the everlasting snows of Hermon, now 
on the wood-crowned top of Tabor : — thus beholding 
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both " Tabor and Hermon " " rejoicing in God's nama" 
Or, as at other times, he would wander along the 
shores of the great and wide sea, in adoring contem- 
plation of Him who taketh up the waters in the 
hollow of His hand, and who ''giveth the sea His 
decree." Yet again, when the barrel had yielded its 
evening supply, and the lamp had been lighted from 
the unfailing oil-cruse, we can picture him unfolding 
to these two dwellers in Pagan Phconicia — the mother 
and her child — the name and works and divine char- 
acter of the God of Israel ; — dwelling on the glorious 
promise spoken to the fathers, but in the blessings of 
which all the families of the earth were to participate. 
We can think of them, perhaps, joining their voices 
together in the psalms of the great Hebrew minstrel, 
— many of them so applicable to their own circum- 
stances and experience: — ^'^ Happy is he that hath 
the God of Jacob for his help, whose hope is in the 
Lord his God; which made heaven and earth, the 
sea, and all that therein is; which keepeth truth for 
ever; which executeth judgment for the oppressed; 
which giveth food to the hungry. . . . The Lord 
preserveth the strangers ; He relieveth the fatherless 
and widow." Or, more appropriate still in that 
heathen Tyrian home: — ^''And the daughter of Tyre 
shall be there with a gift ; even the rich among the 
people shall entreat Thy favour. Instead of Thy 
fathers shall be Thy children, whom Thou mayest 
make princes in all the earth. I will make Thy 
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name to be remembered in all generations : therefore 
shall the people praise Thee for ever and ever ! " 

But a dark season is at hand for that lowly hom& 
Perhaps it was with this widow, as with many among 
us still : — in her state of comparative prosperity, — of 
exemption, at all events, from the pressure of famine, 
BO severely felt all around,-^she may have been 
beginning to forget the Hand which was filling her 
empty cupboard, and warding off want from her 
dwelling. Miraculously fed from day to day — seeing 
the barrel and the cruse each morning recruited with 
the needed supply, — she may have begun to feel too 
confidently secure ; — that her " mountain was stand- 
ing strong," and that she might safely calculate on 
a permanent immunity from the inroads of trial 

How apt are we, after a season of long-continued 
blessing — unbroken prosperity — to indulge in this 
spirit of boastful independence : taking our daily com- 
forts — food — health — friends — children — as matters 
of course. We may see, in the case of others, these 
strong pillars shattered and broken ; but our inmost 
thought and feeling is, " I am all secure — I need not 
fear ! " So may have meditated the Sarepta widow. 
And the last trial she would ever have anticipated 
would probably be the very one that was in store for 
her. With appalling suddenness, the little life, — the 
light of her dwelling, — is extinguished! "There is 
no breath left in him." Since this loved and only 
child had been given back to her from the gates of 
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famine and death, we may imagine her heart-strings 
had twined more tenderly than ever around him ; he 
was every day growing up more of a companion and 
solace to her, — a pledge of unspeakable blessing in 
her latter years — when his arms would toil for her, 
his prayers would comfort her, and his hands at last 
would close her eyes in death. Sad, indeed, that that 
one lone stw which twinkled in her firmament should 
be blotted out. Better it had been if, two years ago, 
he had been removed, and thus been spared the pangs 
and struggles of many an after-hour of privation and 
suffering. His life being prolonged only to be taken, 
seemed a cruel mocking of her grief and tears. All 
her hopes and joys perished in that moment of woe. 
She could bear to see the barrel of meal yielding 
a diminished supply, — she could endure to look on 
an empty, unreplenished cruse; but to gaze on that 
withered flower, lying cold and lifeless in her bosom, 
— to lose HIM, this was death indeed I 

We cannot, perhaps, wonder, that for a time, faith, 
and patience, and submission were tempted to give 
way. In the bitterness of her bereft soul she thus 
upbraids the Prophet : " What have I to do with thee, 
thou man of God ? Art thou come unto me to call 
my sin to remembrance, and to slay my son ? " The 
words were a cutting reflection on Elijah, as well as 
an insinuation against Elijah's God. It was as if she 
had said, " What have I done to provoke at thy hands 
so terrible a calamity ? Is this thy recompense and 
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requital for sheltering thy defenceless head ? In pity 
I gave thee welcome to my humble roof. Have these 
been thine answered prayers for thy benefactress? 
Has thy God come, in this fearful retributive sense, to 
be the * Judge of the widow ? ' Hast thou come, a 
wolf in sheep's clothing, to ravish my flock — and 
despoil me of my one lamb ? " How striking is the 
contrast between this agony of her impassioned grief 
and the calm composure manifested when she first 
met Elijah. Then her child's death was equally 
imminent, and threatened, too, under a more terrible 
form. Her words on that occasion, in speaking of 
partaking with him of her last morsel, were these, 
** That we may eat it and die." She had familiarised 
herself with the approach of the last enemy : it was 
the passive, silent submission of blank despair. Now, 
however, it was ** sudden death** — death unexpected — 
death when she was handling the full cup. It was 
her gourd withering, not by a process of slow, gradual 
decay — drooping leaf by leaf; but it was, as with 
Jonah, the luxuriant plant — coiled fresh and beauteous 
round her evening bower — ^becoming, in a night, a 
mass of blighted, withered leaves. In the words of 
the Patriarch of Uz, " The morning was even as the 
shadow of death." 

Nor can we fail to admire Elijah's conduct in the 
trying circumstances. We know to what course his 
natural character would have impelled him. Hurt 
at the unkind and unjust reflection, his fiery nature 
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might have prompted him to retaliate. He might, 
with an angry word, have answered the imgenerous 
suspicion breathed by that broken heart. But there 
is no syllable of recrimination or resentment. He 
says nothing (as he might have done) about the 
blessing he had been, and brought, to her household. 
He makes no reference to the barrel and the cruse 
beside them, the silent witnesses of God's mercy and 
goodness. Deeply touched at the impressive sight 
of death — and, perhaps, with a tender love for the 
youthful victim — he makes kind allowance for the 
anguish of the childless widow. Saying, *'Give me 
thy son," he takes the cold marble, the dead body, 
in his arms, and carries it to his own couch. In 
Eastern dwellings in these times, as at the present 
day, there was generally a room higher than the 
rest of the building, called " 'alliyeh" or, as it is here 
translated, "loft," where strangers and guests were 
accommodated. In the better class of houses it was 
regarded as the place of honour. To this upper room 
Elijah bears the lifeless child. That quiet chamber 
echoes to the voice of impassioned prayer. The 
Prophet, though he had controlled his feelings before 
the sorrowing mother, evidently felt keenly the severity 
of the blow. He dreaded lest the dealings of his God 
might be misjudged by that crushed mourner, and " he 
cried unto the Lord, and said, Lord my God, hast 
Thou also brought evil upon the widow with whom I 
sojourn, by slaying her son?" Laying the corpse 
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upon the bed, he stretched himself upon it, — not 
for the purpose of imparting, as some have thought, 
natural warmth to revive and quicken the dormant 
physical energies, but rather, it would seem, to com- 
municate the quickening power of God.^ He knew 
that He who had "brought the evil" could alone 
remove it. Three times, as he overlaid the dead body, 
did the importunate cry ascend, " Lord my God, I 
pray Thee let this child's soul come into him again 1 " 
The prayer is heard: — the limbs begin to move; — 
the eye dilates; — the pulse beats. Back comes the 
departed spirit. The Prophet has rekindled the cold 
ashes on this desolated hearth; and carrying in his 
arms the living trophy of God's goodness, he hushes 
the sobs of the mother with the joyful announcement 
— " See, thy son liveth ! " Her tears are dried. Her 
murmurings cease. Her faith in Israel's Jehovah is 
confirmed. " Now " — is the utterance of her bound- 
ing heart — " by this I know that thou art a man of 
God, and that the word of the Lord in thy mouth is 
truth." 

From this touching and suggestive episode, we may 
gather, as one out of many practical lessons, that 
Bereavement is Twt necessarily a divine Judgment on 
accouTvt of any special sin. The widow, in the first 
moments of her grief, as she sat with her dead child 



1 See Keil, in loco. 
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upon her lap — the hot tears coursing down her cheek 
— ^was led to form the hasty conclusion, that God had 
sent her this heavy chastisement as a rebuke an'l 
retribution for some previous transgression : " Art 
thou come unto me to call my sin to remembrance ? " 
Many, we know, in the season of bereavement are apt 
to draw a similar unwarranted deduction ; — saying to 
themselves what Job's unfeeling friends reproachfully 
addressed to him, as they pointed to the miserable 
bed of dust and ashes on which he lay — " Such, 
surely, are the dwellings of the wicked ; and this is 
the place of him that knoweth not God." But we 
may thus often misinterpret the reason and motive 
of the Divine procedure. Our Lord, in one of His 
great miracles — curing the blind man at the Temple 
gate — declared emphatically, in opposition to the false 
and gratuitous assumption of the Pharisees, that it 
was in consequence of no sin either of the sufferer or 
his parents that he had been doomed to grope his way 
in darkness at noontide, but, " that the works of God 
might be made manifest in him." Let us not, there- 
fore, hastily surmise, when God at times sees meet to 
empty the chairs and hush the loved voices of our 
households, that some specific sin must have evoked 
that special judgment and drawn forth the arrow from 
the Almighty's quiver. We shall find in a subsequent 
page that at the very moment when the darkness of 
death was shadowing the home of Bethany, "Jesus 
loved Martha, Mary, and Lazarus." 
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We may farther learn from the incident before us, 
that no amount of good works or of a/stive service in the 
cause of religion will exempt us from trial. This widow 
had rendered the greatest benefit which the Church 
of God at that age could receive, by afiFording shelter 
to its most valued servant and defender, the honoured 
Prophet of Heaven. Yet she was smitten. Her gene- 
rous pity and kindness to God's vicegerent could not 
shield her from the assaults of affliction I It becomes 
us, whatever be the Divine dealings, never to ask 
with the voice of complaint and querulous upbraiding, 
" If the Lord be with us, why hath all this befallen 
us ? " Good deeds, lofty virtues, self-denying sacri- 
fices, will not purchase for us immunity from His 
righteous ordination, that through much tribulation we 
must enter into the kingdom. Whatever be our lot 
or portion, be it ours to "rejoice with trembling." The 
vessel best manned and equipped may strike on the 
sunken rock, as well as the meanest and most unsea- 
worthy craft. Nay, God's most favoured saints are 
often put in the foremost ranks of chastisement 
Upon the most fruit-bearing trees of His garden He 
often uses His pruning-knife. Trial, in its varied 
forms, has ever been employed by Him as a powerful 
means of leading to deeper convictions of sin, as well 
as a salutary quickener of spiritual graces. He knows 
what discipline is best fitted to draw the soul to Him- 
self ; and often does He show that none is so effec- 
tual as that which was employed in this home at 

D 
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Zarephath, — snapping the ties which bind ns to the 
creature— disuniting us from earthly, to bind us to 
heavenly things. Many can trace their first deep 
sense of sin, — their first lively apprehension of Christ 
and of Divine realities, — to the hour when their 
dwelling was rifled of its prized blessings. He breaks 
the heart in order to save the souL 

This, however, reminds us of what has already been 
noted, and which, as an ever-present reflection with 
the mourner, wiU often occur in these pages — how 
baffling and undccourUahle are many of GocCs providential 
dispensations. Amid all the homes of that region, who 
would have expected that the one to be so terribly 
smitten was that which had, for two years, kindly 
screened the head of the expatriated Prophet of Israel ? 
Surely, we might think, if there be one dwelling more 
than another secure from the assaults of the dread in- 
vader, it will be that of the widow of Sarepta, and of 
the hope and solace of her declining years ; who, if 
spared, might become an honoured insti*ument in the 
defence and maintenance of the true religion.^ And 
yet, behold, the desire of her eyes and the delight of 
her heart taken away by a stroke ! 

Oftentimes are we perplexed and confounded by 

^ According to a Jewish tradition, as quoted by Jerome, this 
boy became the servant who afterwards accompanied Elijah, and 
finally became the Prophet Jonah. — See Smithes Dictionary^ in 
loco. 
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similar dealings; decayed scaffoldings, crumbling props 
remaining, — and the strong and vigorous, the vir- 
tuous and useful, swept down in a moment I There 
is no key now to these dark dispensations. Many &• 
weeping eye cannot read them through blinding tears. 
But the hour is coming when we shall read them ; — 
when they shall be luminous with lova '* Men see 
not yet the bright light in the clouds ; " " but it shall 
come to pass that at evening time it shall be light ! " 
We may have to wait until we obtain entrance within 
the Gates; but then, at least, the legend will be 
subscribed, — ^rather will the lips be attuned for the 
everlasting song, — " We have known and believed the 
love that God hath to us ! " 

'* Still we study, always failing 1 
God can read it, we must wait ; 
Wait until He teach the mystery. 
Then the wisdom- woven history 
Faith shall read and love translate. 

Leaflets now unpaged and scattered 
Time's great library receives ; 
When eternity shall bind them, 
Golden volumes we shall find them, 
God*s light falling on the leaves." ^ 

Yes, ' God's light on the leaves ! ' Earth may not, as 
in the case of the widow of Phoenicia, give us back 
our dead; — no prophet's voice can reanimate the 
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Ministry of Song." 
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silent ashes, — no anguish of prayer recall the departed 
spirit. But we joyfully believe the day will yet dawn 
when we shall write under every mystic providence, 
" He hath done all things well." Meanwhile let us 
rejoice, like Elijah, in the assurance that *' the Lord 
reigneth ; " — ^that all bereavements and chastisements 
are His appointments " Thou " (the Prophet says, 
addressing his God in prayer) — *^ Thou " (the living 
Jehovah) '^hast hrotight this evU" Oh, comforting 
thought ! enough to dry all tears and silence all mur- 
murings — " Is there evil in the city," in the cottage, 
in the palace, — is there evil which blights some 
unknown poor man's dwelling, — is there evil which 
clothes a nation in mourning, " and the Lord hath not 
done it f" 

The narrative farther exhibits, what we have re- 
vealed in the case of many of the Divine dispensations, 
— tJie energy and power of Prayer, Not when he sup- 
plicates, as he had previously done, that Heaven should 
seal up its rains and dews from a whole nation, — ^not 
when afterwards, on Carmel, invoking discomfiture on 
Baal and his priests, — ^is his prayer more earnest than 
now, in this lowly dwelling, when not the lives of 
thousands, but the life of one lowly child, is the sub- 
ject of his intercession. He seems, indeed, to have 
felt, personally, deeply moved under this sudden 
bereavement. The strong, heroic, brave man could 
bear with equanimity any ills affecting himself, but he 
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was stung to the quick under the imputation of his 
benefactress. He could not brook the allegation of 
bringing evil on the home of one who had opened her 
door to a friendless stranger. His prayer is an urgent 
appeal to God — (we had almost said a bold remons- 
trance) — as a just and merciful and righteous Being. 
" It cannot be, Lord," he seems to say ; " Thou canst 
not suffer this reproach to descend on me and on Thy 
great Name ! Thou, who hast made the widow's cause 
Thine own, oh, recompense not thus her kindness to 
me ! Let not this heathen woman say, as she points 
to her childless home and buried treasure, ' Where is 
now thy Grod ? ' " We can imagine the Tishbite pacing 
up and down his little chamber in importunate, 
impassioned prayer. It was a mighty demand, indeed, 
for a mortal to make, — a request that had no previous 
parallel in praying lips. It was nothing short of this, 
— ^Victory over Death — the iron crown plucked from 
the head of the King of terrors. When Elijah does 
manifest faith, it is always of the noblest type. He 
would doubtless now revert to his life-motto, — the 
first utterance of his prophetic mission, — "Jehovah 
LIVETH." Confiding in the "M Shaddai," he feels 
confident that He who provided him his brook at 
Cherith will restore this more sacred living brook 
which had been so suddenly dried in its earthly 
channel. Strong in faith, giving glory to God, he 
proceeds to the couch where the lifeless child lay. 
Once more he stands before us as delineated by St 
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James, " the righteous man," bearing the glorious 
testimony as to the " availing," — the " mTich availing 
power " — of " effectual fervent prayer ! " 

Bereaved one, are your prayers in a similar hour 
left WTianswered ? Is your anguished cry rather, " Why 
these defeated supplications ? " — the urgent plea not 
only left unheard, but responded to in the way you 
most dreaded and deprecated ? Are you tempted to 
give way to the plaintive soliloquy — " Surely my way 
is hid from the Lord, and my judgment is passed over 
from my God ? " — the cry of your crushed and broken 
heart in the well-known words of John Newton : — 

** *T\vas He who taught me thus to pray, 
And He, I trust, has answered prayer ; 
But it has been in such a way, 
As almost drove me to despair I 



Yea, more, with His own hand He seemed 

Intent to aggravate my woe ; 
Crossed all the fair designs I schemed, 

Blasted my gourds and laid me low" 

All we can say in reply is — " Hold thee still and 
know that He is God." His thoughts are not your 
thoughts, nor His ways your ways. "A man deviseth 
his (pwrC) ways ; nevertheless, the counsel of the Lord, 
that shall stand." Would that we could believe 
that at times the denial of our prayers may be the 
best, the kindest, the really paternal answer to them ; 
that when thwarted in our aspirations after what we 
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think is for our good, we are tempted to pronounce the 
hasty verdict ; we could trust the All-loving, to guide 
our steps and grant our petitions, not according to 
our finite and fallible wisdom, but according to the 
counsel of His sovereign but gracious wilL I believe 
at times, even in this world. He discovers to us sooner 
or later the reason of apparently unowned supplications; 
bringing light out of darkness; and showing that, often 
in the midst of overwhelming domestic bereavements, 
there are undreamt-of blessings in reversion, which 
could not otherwise have been ours. "To think," 
says Lady Powerscourt, " that led by Him we are safe 
from everything. No evil shall ever touch us — evil 
at the end or evil on the way ; — all is paved wUh love'* 
Yes, believe it. He answers prayer, not in our ways, 
but in His. He answers us, even though it may be, at 
times, " in the secret place of thunder ! " (Ps. Ixxxi. 7). 

Finally, we have here a glimpse given us of the 
doctrine of the Resurrection, This was a truth dimly 
unfolded in Old Testament times. Its full revelation 
was reserved for Him who, under a more glorious 
economy, "abolished death and brought life and 
immortality to light" As the gladdening words 
sounded in the mother's ears, " See, thy son liveth I " 
not only was that widow herself taught that the God 
of Elijah had a power which no Baal ever had, in im- 
parting life to the still ashes, — reanimating the cold 
clay, and putting light into the rayless eyes ; but it 
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was a parable to the Jewish Church of that great 
gospel disclosure, that there is a day coming " whea 
all that are in their graves shall hear the voice of the 
Son of God, and they that hear shall live." Nay, 
more ; from the fact which is expressly recorded in 
the inspired narrative, that Elijah brought down the 
living child from the upper chamber into the house, 
"and delivered him to his mother," we have the 
precious thought suggested, under a significant figure, 
that in that glorious resurrection morning friends will 
be re-united to friends; — ^there will be undying re- 
unions of the departed in the Church of the glorified ; 
mothers restored to the embrace of children, and lost 
little ones given back to their parents. How will the 
happiness of that day of complete triumph be aug- 
mented and enhanced, as death-divided relatives, 
re-linked in bonds of purified earthly aflection and 
love, will be able to exclaim to one another, " See my 
son 1 my parent ! my brother I my beloved, long-lost 
child ! — see, he liveth I " 



THE JHYSTERY OF CHILD-DEATH. 

"Tht child died."--2 Sam. xiL x8. 
'*/j U weU with the child f And the atuwertd, It U weU."— a Exkgs Iv. 36. 

Profoundly tonching is the spectacle. 
When called to gaze upon the unused toy, 
The silent plaything — ^mimic bat or ball, 
The tiny spade and rake, with withered flowers 



THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 57 

Still lying in the basket as fresh plucked ; 
Waking fond memories, now of ringing langh, 
And now of pattering footsteps, while the name, 
Whispered with bated breath, is found among 
The churchyard's crowded epitaphs. Why thus 
The mother called, through bitter tears, to wail 
The home-fold emptied of its tender lamb ? 
Her flow'ret in its op'ning vernal prime, 
Summoned to perish ? We can understand 
The gradual decline of reverent age ; 
Why arms that fondled us in infancy 
Should moulder in the dust. We wonder not 
At the old Christian's timeous exodus ; 
Like fading crimson hues of parting day 
Bathing the hoary summit of some Alp ; 
Or like the birchen forests of the North, 
Which in their mellow golden autumn tints 
Are grandest in decay. The shock of com 
In season to the sickle falls ; but why 
Thus blight green ears ? The tenor voice may go ; 
Why hush the infant trebles 7 Why permit 
The tend'rest fibres to be intertwined 
Amid the heart-roots ; then, when firmly fixed. 
Wrench them away ? 

Te who bewail the loss 
Of a departed child, — a flower soon plucked 
(But not too soon for glory) which distilled 
Celestial fragrance on your path below ; — 
Speak only of " departure," not of " death I '* 
We do not call that 'Mying," when we mark 
The virgin blossom of the bursting spring 
Drop from the tree. 'Tis but an onward step 
In nature. So, when lives of promise ''fall," 
Tis the precursor of immortal growth : 
Gone are the blossoms, but the fruit remains. 
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Might not the insect on tlie withered moss, 

Or nestling in some hollowed trunk of tree. 

Well be forgiven his envy when he sees 

His brother insect mounting to the skies 

With gilded wings dipped in the rainbow tints. 

Exulting in his freedom, as he speeds 

In unimpeded course from flower to flower ? 

Oh, with a nobler envy, be it yours 

To follow upwards in its early flight 

The spirit freed for ever from the thrall 

And tyranny of evil ; — burst the shell 

Of this poor torpid life to roam amid 

The amaranthine bowers of Paradise. ^ 

Talk not of '* buried memories ! '* — ^not so : 

The dead are living with the living God. 

And if at times we speak of them as '' lost,*' 

Lost, only as the orb is lost behind 

The visible horizon, there to light 

Some other segment of the universe. 

Lost, only as the stars are lost in blaze 

Of glorious day. Lost, as the drop of dew 

Surrenders its bright gem to be absorbed 

In the resplendence of the parent sun. 

Lost, not to tenant unfamiliar lands. 

But in a second home and rendezvous 

To live for endless years ! The gathered flower 

Is often the exotic ; better far 

Transferred to genial climes. Consider all 

That bud of promise has been saved 1 The dove 

With unsoiled plumage and unruffled wings 

Has early soared above the sweep of storm 

Into the rock-clefts, and from every snare 

Has '* clean escaped." 



^ See this thought in Edmeston'e "Sacred Poetry. 



»> 
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Meanwhile^ bereaved one, cast 
Thy heavy burden on the Lord thy Grod ; 
He will sustain thee underneath its load. 
In beautiful proportion doth He give 
Supporting grace to meet the trial-hour. 
Oft have I watched on summer's early mom 
The bright blue gentian shivering on the lip 
Of Alpine glacier. He who gives it strength 
To battle with the giant mountain-storm. 
Its tiny stalk unbroken, will be true 
In mightier wrestlings to His plighted word. 
Stands unrevoked this legacy divine ; 
The lonely cottager in lowly hut, 
The widowed monarch in her sackclothed halls, 
Alike can serve themselves its chartered heirs ; 
" As is thy day, so too thy strength shall be ! " 

Say, " Is it well with thee and with the child F** 
In calm assurance of its peerless bliss 
Make answer, " It is well ! ''* 



11. 

THE DEATH OF AN ONLY SON, 

''AND IT GAME TO PASS THE DAY AFTER, THAT HE WENT INTO 
A CITY CALLED NAIN ; AND MANY OF HIS DISCIPLES WENT WITH 
HIM, AND MUCH PEOPLE. NOW, WHEN HE CAME NIGH TO THE GATE 
OF THE CITY, BEHOLD, THERE WAS A DEAD MAN CARRIED OUT, THE 
ONLY SON OF HIS MOTHER, AND SHE WAS A WIDOW : AND MUCH 
PEOPLE OF THE CITY WAS WITH HER. AND WHEN THE LORD SAW 
HER, HE HAD COMPASSION ON HER, AND SAID UNTO HER, WEEP 
NOT. AND HE CAME AND TOUCHED THE BIER : AND THEY THAT 
BARE HIM STOOD STILL. AND HE SAID, YOUNG MAN, I SAY UNTO 
THEE, ARISE. AND HE THAT WAS DEAD SAT UP, AND BEGAN TO 
SPEAK. AND HE DELIVERED HIM TO HIS MOTHER. AND THERE 
CAME A FEAR ON ALL : AND THEY GLORIFIED GOD, SAYING, THAT A 
GREAT PROPHET IS RISEN UP AMONG US ; AND, THAT GOD HATH VISITED 
HIS PEOPLE." — LUKE vii. II-I6. 



( 6i ) 




THE DEATH OF AN ONLY SON. 

E have here another eclipse of young life in 
the land of Palestine. It is one that oc- 
curred not in Old Testament, but in gospel 
times ; — ^a memory hallowed and consecrated, too, 
by holier footsteps than those even of the great 
Elijah. 

On one of the declivities of Mount Tabor, in the 
vast plain of Esdraelon — the golden granary of the 
Holy Land and the battlefield of Hebrew history — the 
traveller still discovers the ruins of the city of Nain. 
It is invested with imperishable interest from this one 
solitary but touching event, with which its name is 
associated in gospel story. 

Jesus and His disciples, along with " much people," 
took this journey of twelve miles from the city of 
Capernaum; and as the shadows of evening were 
beginning to fall, they found themselves approaching 
the village by its one entrance on the slopes of the 
wooded mountain. Jewish cemeteries were always 
situated outside the walls of their towns, and the 
time of burial was at sunset. The bier was carried on 
the shoulders, with the face exposed, till they came to 
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the place of sepultura Here the lid was nailed on 
the coflSn, and the obsequies were completed. 

Funerals, to the least impressible, are affecting 
spectacles. None can fail to be solemnised as the 
mournful procession wends along the highway, or the 
street of the crowded city. But we often think how 
little unconscious wayfarers can gauge the depths of 
many such sorrows, or measure the yawning chasms 
in the hearts of those who are thus, in dumb and 
pensive silence, passing by ! 

The words of the sacred narrative touchingly de- 
scribe to us such a burial scene. A funeral was seen 
emerging from the gate of Nain as the sun was setting. 
Bitter sobs and weeping from the midst of the crowd 
arrest the ear of Him whose mission it was to heal 
the broken-hearted. There was everything to aggra- 
vate the pangs of that lacerated heart, and make it 
the sorest of trials. The whole village had turned 
out to sympathise with the mourner. " Much people 
of the city was with her." But, in the deep agony of 
her grief, she stood alone. In more than one feature 
her case was identical with that we last considered. 
These tears of hers were not of yesterday. She 
could once tell of a happy home ! The world to her 
had once been all sunshina The exuberance of outer 
nature in her Hebrew hamlet, its summer fruits and 
purple clusters, had its reflection and counterpart in 
her own joyous heart — itself a garner of cherished 
blessings. Her first, and, as she supposed, her most 
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desolating blow came 1 The smile of gladoeas was all 
at once exchanged for the blight of bereavement The 
desire of her eyes was taken away with a stroke. A 
thousand fond hopes and cherished schemes vanished 
in the twinkling of an eye, and were buried in that 
grava She was left solitary, to toil on her pilgrimage 
path — " she was a widow." 

But in seasons of saddest trial God often gives 
supporting solaces. To this poor woman, amid her 
horns of sorrow, there was oTie object, like that in 
the home at Sarepta, still surviving, around whom her 
heart-strings were fondly entwined. The partner of 
her joys was gone ; but he had left behind him a 
sacred legacy of aETection ! One little child remained, 
to cheer the lonely hearth of the widowed parent. 
Often, doubtless, did she clasp the treasured gift to her 
bosom ; and as she dropped the silent tear over his 
cradle, or watched the innocent glee of childhood as 
he played by her side, would she love to trace in his 
countenance the image of him who was not I If the 
past was bitter, the future would have been darker, 
sadder still, but for this precious link that still bound 
her to life. Oft, in her solitary moments, would she 
weave visions of happiness around the coming years 
of her boy, saying, with Lamech, " This same shall 
comfort U3." In him every ulterior plan is wrapped 
up and concentrated; and the last thought, asso- 
ciated with life's close, is that of his hands closing 
her eyes, performing to her the final ofBces of affec- 



64 THE DEATH OF AN ONLY SON. 

tion, and bearing her to " the house appointed for all 
living." 

How often are we brought to learn that our chiefest 
blessings may be removed just when we most need 
them I When was Jonah's gourd, already referred to, 
smitten and withered ? Not when the evening breeze 
was fanning his brow, but " in the morning when the 
sun rose," and the suffocating heat beat on his fevered 
head When, as we shall find in a future page, was 
Lazarus of Bethany taken away? Just when his 
sisters — when his Lord — ^when the Church — seemed 
as if they could least spare him. 

One day a sudden sickness prostrates the widow's 
son on a couch of languishing. There may have 
seemed at first no cause for anxiety. It is but a 
passing cloud; no gloomy vision of anticipated evil 
dare cross for a moment that doating heart. Soon 
the young pulse and buoyant frame will be vigorous 
as ever. 

Alas I the tale is soon told; — that house, too, is 
darkened with the shadows of death ; — ^the last glim- 
mering light in that desolate heart and dwelling is 
put out He who, we may infer from the crowds which 
followed him to the grave, was all that a fond parent 
could wish him to be, lies lifeless in his chamber I 

We can imagine (though we cannot attempt to 
describe) the succession of bitter hours the bereaved 
mother must have spent, previous to the time at which 
the sacred narrative reveals her first to yiew at the 



THE DEATH OF AN ONLY SON. 6$ 

gate of her native town ; — the sorrowful night-watch- 
ings by the tossed and sleepless couch ; — the dread 
anxieties of suspense, vibrating alternately between 
hope and fear ; — the glad symptoms of revival ; but 
these again only succeeded by the too faithful moni- 
tors of approaching dissolution. And then, when all 
was over ; — when left to herself to brood over the 
dream of bygone bliss and the wrecks of her happi- 
ness scattered around her, — realising the bitterness of 
that which, in her land and in all hearts, has passed 
into a proverb — the loss of " an only son ; " — whilst 
the sympathy of neighbours and friends, each having 
some kindly word to speak of her boy, unsealed the 
well-springs of her affection anew, and brought fresh 
warm tear-drops to her cheek. 

And now the tramp of the mournful crowd is 
heard pacing along the streets. In another brief 
hour, she will have to retrace her steps to a swept 
household, leaving the prop of her earthly existence 
laid low in " the long home." 

They have reached the gate of the city ; — they have 
crossed its threshold. The gloomy walls of the 
cemeteiy may be already in view. 

** Forth from the city gate, 

As evening shadows lengthen o'er the plain, 
And the hushed crowd in reverent silence wait, 
Passed out a funeral train. 

Chief of the mourners there, 
Slow following, with feeble steps, the dead, 
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In the sad travail of the soul's despair, 
Bowed down her stricken head. 

For him she wept forlorn, 
Of care the solace, and of age the stay, 

Whose silver cord was broken ere the mom 
Had brightened into day." 

But the Lord of life and the Abolisher of death is 
approaching ! There was only One in the wide world 
who could dry that widow's tears and give her back 
her beloved. That One is in sight ! 

To all appearance, it is but a motley crowd of way- 
farers that are seen approaching from the opposite 
direction. They are coming along the Capernaum road, 
weary and worn and dust-covered, after the heat of a 
sultry summer's day. But, in the midst of them, 
there is a voice which can speak in tones of mingled 
authority and tenderness, — " Leave thy fatherless ehU- 
dren ; I will preserve them alive ; and let thy widows 
trust in Me!' 

Jesus approaches ! He required no interpreter of 
the scene of sorrow — no messenger to carry the tidings 
of the loss sustained by that mother in Israel. " He 
needed not that any should testify of man, for He 
knew what was in man." Ere He left, that morning, 
the shores of Gennesaret, well He foresaw, as the 
omniscient God, all the peculiarities in that case of sore 
trial. He had marked every throb of that breaking 
heart. He had predetermined and prearranged the 
apparently accidental meeting at the village gate. 
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And now, at the appointed moment, the dead man is 
borne on his bier, as the Lord of the dead and the 
living draws nigh. 

We need not dwell on the sequel. In other cases, 
the Saviour's intervention and healing power are im- 
portunately solicited. There is a singular exception 
in the present instance. No voice pleads with Him 
to perform the miracle. The crowd are silent. The 
mourning widow is too deeply absorbed in her own 
grief to observe the presence of the Prophet of 
Nazareth. Besides, notwithstanding His other mira- 
culous deeds, He had never yet raised the dead; so 
that even if she had known, or perhaps personally 
witnessed His ability to heal the sick and cure the 
diseased, she would never imagine He had power to 
reverse the irrevocable sentence, and unlock those 
gates of Hades, which for nine hundred years (since 
the time of Elisha) had been closed to all miracle. 

Without parade or ostentation, the Divine Eedeemer 
enters amid the crowd. But observe, it is to whisper, 
in the first instance, in the ear which most needed it, 
the balm-word of comfort, " We^ not" And even 
when the word of power is about to be uttered (that 
word which is to summon back a soul from the spirit- 
land), all is done in unobtrusive silence: in silence 
He touches the bier. In silence He beckons to the 
bearers to stand still ; and, as the two meeting crowds 
have now mingled into one, — amid the same hush of 
impressive sUence He sounds the omnipotent summons 
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over the sheeted dead, — " Young man, akise ! " Life's 
pulses begin again mysteriously to beat: well-known 
tones again meet a mother's ears. Oh, who would 
mar the touching simplicity of the inspired narrative 
by endeavouring to depict the burning tears of wonder, 
and love, and praise, which roll down these wasted, 
furrowed cheeks, as, in the simple words of the descrip- 
tion, — the very same with those of the former miracle 
— " they delivered him to his mother ! '* 

We have heard of the joy occasioned by the sudden 
appearance of the sailor-boy in his native cottage, 
many a long year after she who had loved him best 
had thought of nothing but of her child in a watery 
grave, the wrecks of his vessel tossed on distant shores. 
We have heard of the soldier returning to his long-lost 
home, when his children were wont to talk of their 
father's grave in the far East, with the palm-trees and 
rank grass waving above it ; and we may imagine the 
joy when the sad dream of years was reversed, and he 
stood alive before them, locking them by turns in his 
embrace. What must have been the joy of this 
Hebrew mother when the new lease of a prized exist- 
ence was granted by a gracious Saviour, and as she 
returned, holding that hand she had never thought to 
clasp again on earth, exclaiming — " This my son was 
dead, and is alive again; he was lost, and is found ! " 

Let us gather a few practical truths and reflections 
from this suggestive story. 
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I. We have here an attestation to the Saviour*$ 
divinity. 

We have other examples in Scripture of individuals 
raised from the dead. We have lately beheld Elijah, 
at Sarepta, raising another widow's son;— we have 
Elisha raising the son of the Shunamite ; — Peter 
raising " the certain disciple named Tabitha." But all 
these cases were effected permissively, by mere dele- 
gated power. These holy men stormed Death in his 
grim stronghold; but it was not with their own weapons. 
Their language was either, " Thus saith the Lord," or 
else, " In the name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth," ^ 
They ever disowned and repudiated the thought of 
any inherent ability over life, — any usurpation of 
the Divine prerogative. They acted only as servants. 
But here there is no acknowledgment of derivative 
power. " As a son over His own house," Christ gives 
forth the mandate of uncontrolled Omnipotence, 
" Young Tnan, I say unto thee" 

" blessed assurance ! that that Being to whom I 
owe every blessing I enjoy, — every hope for time and 
for eternity ;— ^who was nailed for me on the cross, and 
for me closed His eyes in the sleep of death, — that He 
had infinite Godhead in mysterious union with suffer- 
ing, sorrowing, woe-worn, death-stricken humanity ; 
and, now that He is upon the throne, and " all power 
is committed to Him both in heaven and in earth," 



* Acts iii. 6. 
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that nothing can resist His commands, nothing baflfle 
His behests and purposes. There is no evil but His 
power can ward off, — there is no calamity but He can 
avert, if He pleases. The "I say unto you," He 
uttered over the bier at Nain, is His omnific formula 
FOR all times and AT all times. *' He speaks, and it 
is done ! " 

II. Let us learn the tenderness and compassion of 
Christ as Man, 

It is striking to observe, in the more prominent 
events of our Lord's public ministry, how the mani- 
festations of His Manhood and Godhead go together. 
There is generally a joint exhibition of majesty and 
tenderness, proclaiming that while He is God, He is 
yet the Partaker of our nature. 

It is the case here. We have just marked the un- 
mistakable proofs that He who arrests that weeping 
crowd is indeed Divine ! Omniscience brought Him 
there; — the act of Omnipotence demonstrates His 
deity in the eyes of the beholders. 

But He is more than this. His look of compassion, 
His tear of sympathy, proclaim that in that same 
bosom where resides the might of Godhead there beats 
also all the tenderness of human affection. Observe, 
it was the sight of woe (the contemplation of human 
misery) which stirred to its depths that Heart of 
hearts. It would seem as if He could not look on 
earthly grief without that grief becoming His own. 
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In the similar case of Lazarus, as we shall afterwards 
find, it was not the bitter thought of a lost and dead 
friend which unsealed the fountain of His own tears ; 
for when He stood in the graveyard, He knew that, 
in a few moments, the victim of death would have his 
eyes rekindled with living lustre. At Bethany (as 
here at Nain), it was simply the spectacle of those 
in suffering that made its irresistible appeal to His 
emotional nature. The Bod of human compassion 
touched the Bock of Ages, and the streams of tender- 
ness gushed forth. He hears the widow's heart- 
rending weeping in the midst of the mourners ; and, 
as we already noted — for it is worthy of observation — 
utters the soothing, sympathetic word, before He utters 
the Godlike mandate. 

Nor should we overlook the fact that it was only 
a word He uttered. This reveals an exquisite and 
touching feature in the Saviour's humanity. It attests 
how intensely delicate and sensitive, as well as true, 
that humanity was. When we meet a mourner after 
a severe trial, we shrink from the meeting ; glad, 
perhaps, when the sad and dreaded call of courtesy is 
over. There is a marked reserve in making a reference 
to the blank ; or, if that reference is made, it is short, 
— a studied brevity. The press of the hand often 
expresses what the lips shrink from uttering. In that 
touching picture we have of patriarchal grief, as a 
writer observes in commenting on this passage. Job's 
friends and mourners sat for seven days at his side. 
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and not a syllable waa spoken. It was so here with 
Jesus. He (even He) does not intrude with lengthened, 
commonplace condolence. With a tear in His eye, 
and a suppressed sob, all He says is, " Weep not" 

Behold, then, the beautiful and touching sympathy 
of a fellow- mourner — " the Brother born for adver- 
sity." " WTien the Lord saw her, He had compassion on 
her ! " We have seen that that weeping, forlorn 
woman had no lack of other sorrowing friends. Her 
case seemed to be matter of notoriety. Many went 
out to mingle their grief with hers. But the sympathy 
of all these could only go a certain way. They could 
not be expected to enter into the peculiarities of her 
woe. Human sympathy is, at best, imperfect ; some- 
times selfish, always finite and temporary. Not so the 
sympathy of Him who had just joined the funeral pro- 
cession. He could say, as none else can, "/ know 
your sorrows'* '^ The sympathy of the kindest friend 
on earth knows a limit — Jesus's sympathy knows 
none. Who can tell but, in that gentle utterance 
of tender feeling, and in the deep compassion which 
dictated it, the Son of Man, the Virgin-bom, may 
have had in view another '* Mother** whose hour of 
similar bereavement was now at hand, when His own 
death was to be " the sword " which was to " pierce 
her soul." ^ " Weep not ; " — that is often an unkind 
aiTest put by man on the sacredness of human grief, 

^ Exod. iii. 7. * Luke ii. 
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as if it were unworthy to weep tears which Christ 
wept before us. But He (the Great Saviour) who 
came to stem more fearful floods of sorrow, could, in 
His compassionate tenderness, speak His own calming 
word. That hour was a presage and foreshadow of a 
happier time, when, in a sorrowless world, " God shall 
wipe away all tears from off all faces." 

Comforting in our seasons of trial to meditate 
upon this fellow-feeling of the Prince of Sufferers ; — 
that Divine compassion, in comparison with which the 
tenderest and best human sympathy is but as dust in 
the balance. The Saviour and sympathiser of Nain 
is ever the same. He Jiad compassion — He Jias com- 
passion stilL He who stopped the mourning proces- 
sion on that summer's night, in the plains of Jezreel, 
still lives, and loves, and supports, and pities; and 
will continue to pity, until pity be no longer needed, 
in a world of light and joy, — of purity and peace ! 
" He will not break the bruised reed, nor quench the 
smoking flax." 

III. This leads us, once more — expanding the same 
thought — to note that the narrative before us is full 
of special comfort to the bereaved. 

" Weep not ! " I repeat, He does not mean, by 
uttering that word, to forbid tears ; — He seems by it 
rather to say — "Do not shed tears by mistake. If 
you knew all the design and purpose I have in that 
bitter sorrow — that aching trial — you would chase 
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these tears away. Give expression to no hasty sur- 
mises with regard to my doings." 

Look at the scene here described. We read that 
those present at' the funeral — the attendant crowd of 
mourners and spectators — "glorified God." Ay, and 
could we rend these heavens and ascend up amid the 
heavenly worshippers, — who knows but perchance we 
might see there two glorified forms bending over the 
memories of that sunset hour at Nain ; — the Widow 
and her Son, — telling, with tearless eyes, that it was 
that death-scene which had led them to their thrones 
and crowns ! 

God is ever saying to us, " Trust Me in the dark." 
There shall yet be a revelation of mercy and love in 
these your trials. That " Weep not " of Nain was 
intended to carry its message of solace and consolation 
to the myriad hearts of all time, crushed with their 
ever- varying sorrows; — ^and more especially to those 
bearing their most cherished treasures to the custody 
of the tomb. He would proclaim to us, even now, 
that He has " power over death ; " — that the King of 
terrors must own the sceptre of the King of kings. 
He prepares His whole Church, in this miracle, for 
singing the prophetic song — " death, where is thy 
sting ? grave, where is thy victory ? " He gives to 
the world a pledge of the summons which will one 
day be addressed to its slumbering myriads — "Arise ! " 
" Awake and sing, ye that dwell in dust ! " 
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Nor is the simple statement here made with refer- 
ence to the young man without its inferential meaning, 
" Se delivered him to his mother.'* We may recur to 
it, although we have already alluded to its sugges- 
tiveness, in the narrative of Elijah's kindred miracle. 

Jesus rested not with the mere summons to life ; 
nor with beholding the young man raising himself up 
on his bier and giving utterance to articulate sounds ; 
but He takes him by the hand, and places it, like His 
great Prophet of Cherith, in that of the rejoicing parent! 
The first act, in both cases, is to restore the resuscitated 
dead to the hearts that mourned them, and to permit 
the resuming of the old joyous intercourse. In this, 
too, as in the former, may we not rehearse the same 
inference, — borne out, too, by other Scripture statements 
and references ? May it not lead us to cherish the 
joyful and delightful prospect of reunion with those 
we have loved ? that those tender affections, nurtured 
and hallowed on earth, shall only be for a time inter- 
rupted by death, to be resumed in better and brighter 
worlds — where the pang of bereavement, and orphanage, 
and widowhood, shall no longer be either felt or feared! 
The great " AiasE ! " which shall startle the sleeping 
dead (the sleepers in Jesus), will be followed by 
personal recognitions, restored fellowships, — the old 
smiles lighting up the countenance, — the voice, with 
its familiar tones, tuned and prepared for nobler ser- 
vices and loftier songs ! 

Meanwhile, let the bereaved and sorrowful bow 
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with a calm unmurnmring submission to the will of 
God ; — rejoicing in the present possession of the com- 
passion of Jesus ; and looking forward, with triumphant 
hearts, to that cloudless morning when " the sun " of 
earthly prosperity shall "no more go down, neither 
shall the moon withdraw itself ; " — but when (rejoined 
to death-divided friends, and with no tear to dim their 
eyes) " the Lord shall he their everlasting light, and the 
days of their mourning shall be ended." 

EVENING LIGHT ON EARLY GRAVES. 

**But it tkall come to past that at evening time it thall be light.'* — ^Zech. xiv. 7. 

Earth's day is neither dark nor bright. 
Now shining sun, now lowering sky ; 
But on the promise I rely — 
" At evening time it shall be light." 

When speeds the wrong and fails the right, 
When virtue seems its own denied ; 
God will have all yet rectified — 
" At evening time it shall be light" 

When flowera of promise droop with blight ; 
Death's finger sealing youthful smiles ; 
This angel-whisper reconciles — 
"At evening time it shall be light." 

Ye cherished ones thus lost from sight ! 
When vain I read amid the gloom 
Which settles o'er your early tomb — 
" At evening time it shall be light ; " — 

Even then, methiuks, I seem by night 

To hear sweets accents from afar, 

Like music from a vanished star — 
" At evening time it shall be light." 
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Oh, when dull faith is changed to sight. 
When ''dark" and "light" their conflict cease, 
Then shall I know these words of peace — 

" At evening time it shall be light." 



I die ! — the sky is waxing bright ; 
The clouds are golden in the west : 
His will be done ! — it was the best : 

''At evening time it HAS been light / " 



Trust thou the wisdom of a faithful God, 
Who has seen meet mysteriously to snap 
These golden links in sunder. 

He who has 
So wondrously bestrewn the world without 
With tokens of beneficence and love. 
Can have no pleasure in the sigh and tear 
And sackcloth pall. The moan of fretful sea. 
The sobbing wind, and billows chafing loud 
On wreck-strewn coasts, are not the normal things 
Of His creation. Not on minor key 
Is set the varying music of that vast 
iEolian harp. The blue of summer sky, 
The hush of summer air, will yet return 
When the heart's transient tempest passes by ; 
The stars swept from the firmament, once more 
Will shower down lustre from their silent thrones. 
The gentle hand of time will yet unbar 
The iron grating, and invite the sun 
To flood the rayless comdors t 

Although 
Dark may the present be, and lowering storm 
O'ercanopy thy head, yet trust His word — 
The faithful promise, uttered not in vain — 
" At eventide it shall be glorious light 1 " 



in. 
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" AND, BEHOLD, THEBE CAME A MAN NAMED JAIBUS, AND HE WAS A 
BULEB OF THE SYNAOOOUE ; AND HE FELL DOWN AT JESUS* FEET, AND 
BESOUQHT HIM THAT HE WOULD OOME INTO HIS HOUSE: FOB HE HAD 
ONE ONLY DAUOHTEB, ABOUT TWELVE YEABS OF AGE, AND SHE LAY 
A-DYINQ. . . . WHILE HE YET SPAKE, THEBE COMETH ONE FBOM THE 
BULEB OF THE SYNAGOGUE'S HOUSE, SAYING TO HIM, THY DAUGHTER 
IS DEAD ; TBOUBLE NOT THE MA3TEB. BUT WHEN JESUS HEABD IT, HE 
ANSWEBED HIM, SAYING, FEAB NOT : BELDEVB ONLY, AND SUE SHALL 
BE MADE WHOLE. AND WHEN HE GAME INTO THE HOUSE, HE SUF- 
FEBED NO MAN TO GO IN, SAVE PETEB, AND JAMES, AND JOHN, AND 
THE FATHEB AND THE MOTHEB OF THE MAIDEN. AND ALL WEFT AND 
BEWAILED HEB : BUT HE SAID, WEEP NOT ; SHE IS NOT DEAD, BUT 
8LEEPETH. AND THEY LAUGHED HIM TO SOOBN, KNOWING THAT SHE 
WAS DEAD. AND HE PUT THEM ALL OUT, AND TOOK HEB BY THE 
HAND, AND CALLED, SAYING, MAID, ABISE. AND HEB SPIBIT CAMH 
AGAIN, AND SHE ABOSE STBAI6UTWAY : AND HE COMMANDED TO GIVE 
HEB MEAT. AND HEB PABENTS WEBB ASTONISHED : BUT HE CHABGED 
THEM THAT THEY SHOULD TELL NO MAN WHAT WAS DONE. — LUKE viii. 

41, 42, 49 56. 
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N ONLY daughter! — ^the most sacred and hal- 
lowed link that can bind heart to heart — 
the theme of poetry's tenderest epics, lyrics, 
elegies: — Can such be included in the record of early 
departures, — ^the calendar of " early graves ? " Alas ! 
too true, as is the experience of ten thousand sorrow- 
ing parents. It is so in the touching incident we are 
now to consider. Death is here described as entering 
another home of the Gospel era, and evoking the wail of 
desolated mourners. 

But, the Prince and Lord of Life draws near. He 
storms the Invader in his own citadel, coinpels him to 
relinquish his prey ; and to every bosom in all time thus 
rudely rifled, bequeaths consolatory words and lessons. 

Let us first rehearse the narrative, and then endea- 
vour to gather up some of the more solemn and com- 
forting truths which that narrative enforces. 

We have no farther light thrown in Gospel story 
on the principal personage in this scene. He was 
Ruler or Prefect of the synagogue of Capernaum; 
supposed to be one of those " elders of the Jews " we 
find coming in a body or deputation to intercede with 
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Jesus in behalf of the Centurion's servant/ saying, 
that " he was worthy for whom He should do this, for he 
loveth our nation, and he hath built us a synagogue." 

This pious Israelite had urged his suit successfully 
for another, — ^the slave of a Gentile soldier, who had 
been stretched on a couch of sickness, " ready to die." 
The Divine Philanthropist had listened to the pleadings 
of faith and gratitude, and straightway accompanied 
him in the direction of that soldier's abode. 

But a very different case now engrosses this Ruler's 
thoughts — a very different sorrow weighs down his 
own heart. The silent Messenger is now standing at 
his own portal ! 

An only daughter gladdened his home. She had 
arrived, too, just at that age when a father's heart- 
strings are bound fastest and firmest around his child's 
soul. With her had been doubtless interwoven every 
thought of the future ; — she was the pride of the family ; 
the prop of the present ; the promised comforter of her 
parents' old age. Often perhaps, in the midst of other 
trials, they would glance at the loving spirit at their 
side, assured of one abiding stay and solace. But 
health and strength, youth and intelligence, are unable 
to exclude the sleepless foe of human happiness. The 
darkest of shadows are falling around that dwelling ! 

We have not detailed to us, as in other cases re- 
corded in sacred story, the circumstantials of that hour 



^ Luke vii. 4, 5. 
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of anxiety and sorrow ; whether disease had crept im- 
perceptibly upon her ; the King of terrors coming with 
noiseless step — ^velvet footfall; the taper of decaying 
life burning down slowly till it reached its socket ; or 
whether, with appalling suddenness, the arrow had sped; 
— ^the sun, which perhaps that morning rose on a cheer- 
ful home, setting over the valley of death amid weeping 
clouds. All the entry we have in the inspired record 
is, " She lay a-dying." She had reached that terribU 
crisis-hour when hope's last glimmerings were being ex. 
tinguished — ^the last tides of life were slowly ebbing. 

Can nought be done to arrest the arrow in its course 
— ^to stay that sun from so premature a setting ? The 
anguished father thinks of the only One voice which 
can say, " Sun, stand thou still ! " 

" Can that same Jesus " (he might think to himself), 
" who cured a humble slave, who gave back to a fond 
master the life of a faithful servant — can He not (will 
lie not) pity ' one of the lost sheep of the house of 
Israel ? ' If I rush to Him in this hour of my sorrow, 
will He deny me His compassionate love, and the exer- 
cise of His wondrous power ? " 

There is no time for delay. With fleet footsteps he 
betakes himself to the Prophet of Galilee, and in an 
agony of prayer beseeches Him to follow him to his 
dwelling. The Saviour obeys ; accompanied by a pro- 
miscuous crowd, among whom deeper and holier feelings 
and sympathies mingle with vain curiosity. 

An incident, meanwhile, takes place by the way, 

F 



82 EARLY DEATH OF AN ONLY DAUGHTER. 

which for a time impedes His progress. A woman, 
" with an issue of blood," steals unobserved through 
the thronging crowd, touches the blue fringe of the 
Lord's garment, and receives an instantaneous cure. 
But instead of passing, as we might expect, with all 
haste to the more urgent case, Jesus pauses and dwells 
on this intermediate one. He summons into His pre- 
sence the subject of His healing power, in order that He 
may manifest to others the victory of faithy and utter 
in her own ear words of encouragement and peace. 

Hard, unseasonable interruption, we are apt to think! 
Each moment was precious to that trembling parent. 
The sand-glass of that loved one's life was hurrying to 
its last grain. He might have reached her in time, had 
it not been for this. But the likelihood is that the 
golden opportunity is past and gone; these few minutes' 
delay have cost the father his child — locked her fast 
in a sleep too deep to be disturbed ! 

And yet, we may well believe, there were gracious 
purposes in the delay, as there ever are in much which 
our blindness is apt to regard as untoward and unpro- 
pitious. The smaller miracle — (the intermediate cure) 
— would prepare the crowd for receiving the greater 
one. Above all, it would strengthen and confirm the 
faith of the witnessing parent, — lead him to hope 
against hope, and in the extremity of his anguish, 
make him " strong in faith, giving glory to God." ^ 

* See Trench, in loco. 
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We hear from his lips no fretful and impatient utter- 
ances — ^no insinuations against his Lord, or against the 
other suppliant, regarding the postponement. Meekly 
he waits the Redeemer's time and will ; and erelong he 
shall have the promise fulfilled in his experience — 
" The Lord is good to them that wait for Him, to the 
soul that seeketh Him." ^^ It is good for a man that 
he both hope and quietly wait for the salvation of 
God." 

But just at the moment when faith has got its 
pledge of Divine power, — when the procession is again 
in motion, and joyous visions of the past are beginning 
to people the future, messengers from his homestead 
are the bearers of heavy tidings : " Thy daughter is 
dead, trouble not the Master ! " " Fatigue not (as the 
word means) that weary, toil-worn Saviour ; — add not 
to His journey or exhaustion. Let Him have the rest 
He so much requires ; His presence could be of no avail 
now, for death has put his impressive, irrevocable seal 
on these lips." 

Ah ! bitter intelligence ! Just when hope was in 
the ascendant — when the future was beginning again 
to have its rainbow hues spanning a dark sky, — these 
tints melt and merge into a deeper darkness than 
before. The torch is quenched. The great dreaded 
blight of existence has passed over the parent's heart ! 

Now is the time for Jesus' utterances of comfort ; 
for now was the moment when doubt and misgiving 
were most lii:ely to rise and eclipse the hitherto 
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unwavering trnst. Now was the time for those harsh 
thoughts of rebellious nature, we have already hinted 
at, which so often, at such seasons, overmaster our 
nobler feelings. " If it had been but a few moments 
sooner, my child might have been spared ! If the Lord 
had only deferred the performance of that other act of 
love till He had left my threshold, I might still have 
had my loved one at my side ! It was these moments 
of delay that bereft me of my household treasure ! By 
stopping to give peace to one suflTerer, He has done so 
at the sacrifice of all that most fondly bound me to 
earth ! " 

If these, and thoughts like these, were about to 
arise, Christ in mercy interposes. We read, " Jesus 
answered " (not that Jairus outspoke his own feelings, 
but He who reads the secret heart answered to what 
was passing in the heaving depths of that soul) — 
" Hush ! hush ! " He seems to say, " suffer not these 
thoughts to arise in your heart; dismiss all such 
unworthy doubts." " Be not afraid, only believe." 

And now He has reached the house. The trappings 
and outward pageantry of death too truthfully verify 
the tidings of the messengers. In accordance with 
Oriental custom, hired mourners and hired minstrels 
were already filling that silent chamber with dirges ; 
while with these mingled the deeper and truer wail- 
ings of the smitten hearts. 

" Give place ! " said Christ, as in a tone of authority 
He rebuked these vehement demonstrations of mimic 
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sorrow — " Why make ye this ado and weep ? The 
damsel is not dead, but sleepeth." An enigmatical 
expression to the tumultuous mob around, but to the 
father it was the renewal and repetition under a lovely 
figure of the former pacifying utterance, " Be not 
afraid, only believe." The word " dead " — the utter- 
ance of the human messengers, too well calculated to 
annihilate the last spark of hope — is replaced by the 
rekindling words, " She sleeps" ^ Man has put the 
terrible extinguisher on that lamp. But Jesus says, 
" Fear not." What is that message of death, when /, 
the Lord of life, have been summoned by you ? You 
have seen My power on a suffering woman ; — * orUy 
believe, and I will show you greater things than these.' 
The irreverent thronging crowd are kept outside. 
The mimic mourners are all excluded. His three 
favoured disciples (afterwards the witnesses of His 
transfiguration on the Mount and of His agony in the 
garden) are alone allowed to enter the chamber sacred 
to sorrow. In dumb emotion the two parents are bend- 
ing over their withered flower. But so also is He who 
gave it — who planted it — who plucked it — and who is 
to give it back again. In the might of His own omni- 
potence — in His ovm name (without invoking, like His 
prophets or apostles under similar circumstances, any 
higher power), death is summoned to yield his victim. 
" He took the damsel by the hand, and said unto her, 

^ See Stier, vol. i. p. 412. 
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Talitha cumi, I say unto thee, Arise." The sleeper 
awoke. The prostrate lily raises its drooping head, 
and sheds once more its fragrance in that joyous home. 
That happy Israelite might well take up the words of 
his great ancestor, which he had so often read in the 
synagogue service, but perhaps without being ever be- 
fore touched by them : " Thou hast turned my mourn- 
ing into dancing ; Thou hast put off my sackcloth and 
girded me with gladness, to the end that my glory 
may give praise to Thee, and not be silent. O Lord, 
my God, I will give thanks unto Thee for ever." 

Let us ponder one or two practical lessons with which 
this scene and passage are replete. 

I. The first lesson we may gather from it is the very 
general and too obvious one that all are exposed to 
domestic bereavement 

It may seem unkind to break the trance of earthly 
bliss by referring to the possibility, far less the cer- 
tainty, of trial. And yet it is needful, ever and anon, 
solemnly to repeat the warning that you and yours 
" will not live alway." 

If God has hitherto put upon your household the 
exempting mark — if the destroying angel has passed 
by your door unscathed — ^if you have no vacant chair 
at your home-hearth, no yawning chasm in your heart 
of hearts — ^you are the exception, not the rule. God 
knows we have no gloomy pleasure in being prophets 
of evil. It is a poor gospel to dwell on harrowing 
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thoughts of death — the shroud — ^the grave ! But we 
would take these as preachers to enforce the lesson 
daily taught us, " Be ye also ready : " — that sooner or 
later, each one of us, parents and children, will be 
brought to learn the solemn truth, " I am about to 
die." And if there be one who peruses these pages, 
who, like the minstrels of whom we have been speak- 
ing, is ready to have a smile on his lips, and to " laugh 
to scorn " a trite commonplace which every one knows 
and many care not to hear ; — if youth in its strength, 
or manhood in its prime, is saying inwardly, " No fear 
of me," " My mountain is standing strong," — ^we would 
say with deep solemnity, " Thou fool, this night thy 
soul may be required of thee ! " 

II. We learn from this passage, that we need trials 
to bring us near to God. 

It was his child's sickness that drove Jairus to the 
feet of Jesus. But for that home-trial, his faith would 
never have been exercised, nor his love and gratitude 
evoked. While in health and prosperity, we are apt to 
take God's gifts as matters of course. It is not till the 
storm rises, that with these atheist hearts of ours (like 
the heathen sailors in Jonah's vessel), we fall upon our 
knees and feel that our only safety is in Him " who 
ruleth the raging of the seas." Yes ! when God makes 
breaches in our households — ^when He brings home to 
jis the truth that our existence, and the existence of 
our children, is a perpetual miracle — when we discover 



88 EARLY DEATH OF AN ONLY DAUGHTER. 

that those little lives, Pillars in onr households, which 
we have vainly thought were pillars of iron, turn out to 
be pillars of dust ; — ^when the solid alabaster discovers 
itself to be the melting snow-wreath, — then are we 
driven to discover what is the alone imperishable 
Portion ! 

If God be visiting you now with the deep experience 
of trial, it is that He may speak home to you. Never 
does He speak so gently, so wisely, so loudly, so 
solemnly, as when He asserts His right to take away 
what He originally gave. See, in the text, the unbe- 
lieving, laughing, mocking crowd, are disqualified to 
hear Jesus. They have "passed at a bound" from 
their mimic sorrow to heartless mirth ; simulators — 
actors — they are thrust out of that Holy Presence 
But the stricken parents are taken into the favoured 
circle. They gaze upwards from the face of the dead 
on Him who is " fairer than the children of men." In 
such a Presence unbelief is hushed, and faith is ready to 
hear " what God the Lord has to say unto their souls." 

III. Let us learn from the incident before us, as we 
noted in the preceding chapter in the case of Elijah and 
the widow's son, — the comfort of prayer in the hour of 
sickness and death. 

This Euler, we read, " fell at Jesus' feet, and be- 
sought Him greatly, saying. My little daughter lieth at 
the point of death ; I pray Thee, come and lay Thy 
hands on her, that she may be healed ! " 
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Trial drove Jairus also in his hour of dreaded be- 
reavement to prayer, and, as in the case of the illus- 
trious Prophet, " the effectual fervent prayer of this 
righteous man availed much." 

The same blessed refuge is open for us in times of sick- 
ness. When our friends or our children are stretched 
on beds of sufferiag and death, we take their cases to 
God, and plead with Him in their behalf at the mercy- 
seat. We must not indeed dream that our prayws (as 
they were in the case of the Jewish ruler) must neces- 
sarily be answered, and that at our earthly bidding a 
miracle should follow. This would be presumption^ not 
faith; this would be to usurp the sovereignty of God 
— ^to substitute our own wisdom for His ; — ^it would be to 
make our will and not His, paramount. If we had only 
to speak and it was accomplished, it would make man 
God, and degrade God to the level of m^n. It would 
be to dishonour the Almighty, — making Him the ser- 
vant of the creature— not the creature waiting on in 
loving trustfulness as the servant of the Creator.^ Far, 
far better is it for the lowly suppliant to endorse every 
petition with the words, " FatJier, not my mil, hut Thine 
he done" 

And yet, let us remember for our comfort, as we had 
occasion also to remark in the Sarepta narrative, that 
prayers at a'deafchbed (apparently unanswered) are not 
in vain. They may smooth the death-pillow. They 

^ See Kobertson*s Sermons, Second Series, p. 47. 



90 EARLY DEATH OF AN ONLY DAUGHTER. 

may remove from it its thorns, and put the promises 
of Christ in their stead. They may lead sorrowing 
survivors to lowly resignation, and disarm earthly 
reflections of their poignant sting. Yes ! forget not 
this, when seasons of family trial overtake you — ^when 
the best of earthly means and instrumentalifcy prove in- 
efficacious, and those near and dear to you are hovering 
on the confines of the grave. Do not sit down wringing 
your hands in despair, as if Jehovah were, like Baal, 
asleep or on a journey, and his ear deaf, when you 
most need His intervention. Arise, call upon thy 
God ! Plead the assurance that, if in accordance with 
that better Will and Wisdom, " the prayer of faith 
SHALL save the sick." 

The Patriarch David of old, is a rebuke in this 
respect to the lack of faith in many a Christian parent 
now. For seven whole days was he stretched on the 
bare earth importunate for his infant's life. " Who can 
tell," said he, " whether God may be gracious to me 
that my child may live ? " Not till the little spark had 
fled, and the sad accents fell on his ear, " Thy child is 
dead" did the prayer melt into the bright hope fuU of 
immortality. 

IV. Learn the nature of real sorrow. 

Jesus does not forbid tears. They are holy things 
consecrated by Incarnate tenderness. Let the world, if 
they may, condemn it as unmanly to grieve, — or worse, 
let them seek oblivion for their trials in the giddy 
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round of its pleasures and follies, and make the grave 
of their dead as soon as may be " the land of forgetful- 
ness." He encourages no such cold and stem stoicism. 
But, on the other hand, neither does He countenance 
overmuch sorrow. True Christian grief is calm, tranquil, 
chastened. The noisy, wailing, mimic crowd are spumed 
from the scene. If they had been the tears of affection. 
He would have held them as sacred; but being the 
hollow echoes of unfeeling hearts, He says, " Give place ; 
why make ye this ado and weep ? " 

Jesus, on every occasion in His public ministry 
stamps with His abhorrence all pretence. He dislikes 
unreality, what is made to appear gold which is tinsel ; 
— ^whether it be simulated joy, or simulated piety, or 
simulated tears. That is a poor sorrow which expends 
itself in funeral trappings, — which is measured by 
doleful looks, and passionate words, and mourning 
weeds. Trae grief is not like the stream which 
murmurs and frets because it passes over a shallow 
bed ; — ^that which is deepest makes least noise. In- 
consolable ^ sorrow is unbecoming the Christian. To 
abandon one's self to sullen gloom, moping melancholy 
and discontent, is sadly to miss and mistake the great 
design of trial. God sends it to wake us up to a sense 
of life's realities — ^not to fold our hands, but to be 
more in earnest than ever in our work and warfare. 
Oh ! when He sees meet to enter our households, and, 
as the Great Proprietor of life, to resume His own, be 
it ours to acknowledge His right and prerogative to 
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recall the grant. " The Lord loveth a cheerful giver." 
Although it was in a trial of which God forbid either 
you or I should ever know the bitterness, I know 
not in all Scripture a more touching picture of this 
silent acquiescence in God's sovereign will, than we 
have in the case of a parent who had seen his two 
worthless children smitten down before his eyes, and 
yet of whom we only read that " Aaron held his 

PEACE." 

V. Finally, let us learn from this passage that 
Clirist is tlie Great Vanquisher of death. 

Up to this period of His public ministry, with the 
exception of the miracle at Nain just considered, we 
mainly, if not exclusively, trace His footsteps of mercy 
and power as the Healer of diseases — ^the saviour of 
the body — the Lord of nature — ^the Ruler of the Spirit. 
We see Pain crouching importunate at His feet ; 
Penitence creeping meekly at His side bedewing Him 
with tears; Sickness at His summons taking wings 
and fleeing away. 

But He here again breaks the withes of Death. He 
gathers in another sheaf of that mighty Harvest of life, 
of which the angels are to be the Reapers in the Resur- 
rection morning. 

Note a comforting assurance He gives us : first, 
regarding the Bj/ing, and second, regarding the Dead. 

(i.) He tells us regarding every deathbed — ^that 
the thread of existence is in His hands — ^that He 
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quickenoth and restoreth whom He will — that unto 
Him as " God the Lord, belong the issues of death." 

" Thy daughter is dead " (said bold human unbelief) ; 
^' trouble not the Master." But the message is prema- 
ture. He has inverted the sand-glass. He has made 
the shadow, as in Hezekiah's dial, to go back ! 

Glorious assurance ! Our lives and the lives of 
all near and dear to us are in His keeping. It is 
Ife who sends the Angel-messenger. It is He who 
marks every tree in the forest — plucks every lily 
in the garden. My health and sickness, my joys and 
sorrows, my friends, my children, are in the hands of 
the Christ 9F Calvary ! We, in our blind unbelief, 
may regard Death as some arbitrary tyrant lording 
it, with iron sceptre, over hapless victims. But the 
Gospel teaches a nobler philosophy. It tells of One in 
heaven who has in His hands " the keys of the grave 
and of death," and who, at the time He sees best, but 
not one moment sooner, " tumeth man to destruction, 
and sayeth, Ketum, ye children of men ! " 

(2.) He gives us a comforting word regarding the 

DEAD. 

Christian, He says of thy dead (the dead in Christ), 
*' be not afraid, only believe" " Weep not ; she is not 
dead, but dcepeth ! " 

Stand in thought beside the great Luther, as we 
see him stooping first over the deathbed of his loved 
daughter, Magdalene, and then follow him in the 
mournful sequel of that life-sorrow. " Gracious God," 
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he exclaims, " if it be Thy will to take her hence, I am 
content to know that she will be with Thee. ... I 
would fain keep my child, for she is very dear to me, 
if our Lord God would leave her with me. But His 
will be done. To her nothing better can happen. . . . 
Thou dear one," he exclaimed through his tears when 
all was over, and he gazed upon the coffin, " how well 
it is with thee ! . . . Thou shalt rise and shine like a 
star, yes, like the sun. . . . You should be pleased," 
he added to the bystanders who had come to render 
the last offices of affection, *' I have sent a saint to 
heaven." As they returned from the funeral, " My 
daughter," he said, " is now provided for, both in body 
and soul. We Christians have nothing to complain of. 
We know it must be so. We are more sure of eternal 
life than anything else. For God, who has promised 
it to us for His dear Son's sake, can never lie." And, 
yet once more, in his silent darkened home, — "/cAaJorf," 
— from which the glory had departed — ^he thus writes a 
cherished friend : — " I from my utmost heart crave that 
to me and all mine, to thee also and all dear to us, 
may be given a like hour of departure ; that is truly 
to fall asleep in the Lord," ^ 

It has been often noted that there is a beautiful and 
striking progression in our Lord's three miraculous 
raisings from the dead.^ This instance, we have been 
considering, was the first in point of time. The 

^ Luther's "Watchwords for the Warfare.'* 
^ See Olshausen, Stier, Trench, and others. 
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daughter of Jairas was raised immediately after death 
had taken place, when the body was still laid on its 
death-conch. Her sonl had bnt taken its flight to the 
spirit-world, when the angels that bore it away were 
summoned to restore it. The second^ in order of time, 
was the raising of the son of the widow of Nain. 
Death, as we then saw, had achieved a longer triumph. 
The wonted time for lamentation had intervened ; he 
was being borne to the sepulchral grotto when the 
voice of Deity sounded over his bier. The third and 
last of this class of miracles, we shall not now antici- 
pate, was the raising of Lazarus at Bethany. Death 
had there attained a still more signal mastery. The 
funeral obsequies were over ; — four days had these lips 
been sealed before the Ufe-giving and Kfo-restoring 
word was uttered. There is one other gigantic step 
in this progression. " The hour is coming when all 
that are in their graves shall hear the voice of the Son of 
God, and shall come forth ! " 

In the first case we have cited from our present 
narrative, the time elapsing between the dismissal of 
the spirit and its recall was measured by moments, 
the second case by hours, the third by days ; the fourth 
is measured by ages — centuries — A millennium! But 
what of that ? What though we speak of the tomb as 
the " long home," and death as the long sleep ? By 
Him (with whom a thousand years is as one day) that 
precious, because redeemed dust, shall in some myste- 
rious way be restored. " I will ransom themy' He sayp, 
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as He looks forward through the vista of ages to this 
glorious consummation — " / vnll ransom them from the 
power of the grave ; I will redeem them from death. 
deaih, I wUl he thy plagues : grave, I will he thy 
destruction.^^ Blessed, thrice blessed time ! As in 
this house of Jairus, it was his own loved daughter 
who, in form and feature, was again before them : as 
we beheld the widows both of Sarepta and Nain gazing 
on the unaltered countenances of their own cherished 
sons : as we shall ere long find the sisters of Lazarus see- 
ing in him who came forth from the grave, no alien form 
strangely altered, but the brother of their hearts, — so, 
we believe, on that wondrous morning of immortality, 
shall the loved on earth wear their old familiar smiles 
and loving looks ; — retain their personal identity. Nay, 
further, we believe that the affections which hallowed 
homesteads on earth shall not be dulled, quenched, 
annihilated, but rather ennobled and purified. Brothers, 
sisters, parents, children, shall be linked once more in ^ 
the fond ties and memories of earth, gathering in loving 
groups around the living fountains of waters, and sing- 
ing together the twofold anthem of Providence and 
Grace — " the song of Moses, the servant of God, and 
the song of the Lamb ! " 

K we descend for a moment from these lofty con- 
templations, it is to utter a brief word, in conclusion, 
to those who know nothing of such glorious hopes — 
who are locked in the slumbers of a far sadder death. 
Yes ! there is a more dreaded sleep and death than 
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that of the grave ! They are rather to be envied who 
have " fallen asleep " in Jesus. Faith, in her noblest 
musings, would not weep them back from their crowns, 
and deprive them of their bliss ! But tliey are to be 
pitied who are still slumbering on in the deep sepul- 
chral stillness of spiritual death. With deep solem- 
nity let the monition be heard, ^^ Awake thou that 
deepest, and arise from the dead, and Christ shall give 
thee life ! " 

When we are called, as at times we are, to hear of 
deathbeds in every phase of existence — ^in every stage 
of the chequered journey ; — manhood in the sere and 
yellow leaf — ^youth in its prime — childhood in its inno- 
cence — ^infancy in its tenderest bud; or when these 
truths come home to us as arrows feathered from our 
own bosoms — solemn thoughts welling up from the very 
deeps of our being ; I know not what will make a man 
in earnest if such impressive lessons fail to do so! 
Beader ! If God were to meet you to-night, could you 
meet Him ? Would you be ready for the opened books 
and the Great Assize ? Nothing — nothing will be of 
any avail at that hour but the life of faith in the Son 
of God ; not the wretched peradventure of a deathbed 
repentance, but an honest, loving, cordial closing now, 
with that great salvation. 

It is but a slender thread that binds us or our chil- 
dren to existence ; every moment, " Verily there is but 
a step between us and death." Oh, that we may so live, 
and seek that our children may so live, that that step 
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may be regarded as a step between ns and glory ; and 
that, when the final summons comes, it may be — ^what 
weeping Mendd cannot see — ^the chariots of salvation 
and the horses of fire, waiting to bear us to Paradise ! 



A MUSING AT THE EARLY GRAVE OF AN ONLY 

DAUGHTER. 



$t 



To vkat purpoH U this i0a«<«/"— Matt. zxl. 8. 



Oh, " to what purpose is this waste ? '* 
The words kept ringing in my ear, 
As with a trembling hand I placed 
A green wreath on her early bier. 

It was not in life's winter-time 
These blooming buds were wrenched away, 
But in the blaze of summer's prime, — 
" Her sun went down ere yet 'twas day." 

The aged in God's acre lie, 
Their names are on its tombstones traced ; 
But why should early promise die ? 
Say, " To what purpose is this waste ? " 

Fondly I prized that lovely mind, 
Where all was gentle, sweet, and mild; 
A thousand fragrant flowers entwined 
The earth-bower of my sainted child. 

Forth sped the doom, *' Return to dust ; " 
In the cold grave my treasure lies ; 
Was I a traitor to my trust, 
Foigetting not to idolise ? 
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" Oh, to what purpose is this waste ? " 
Last week I heard the ringing laugh ; 
To-day, thcongh anguished tears are traced 
The letters of her epitaph I 

I miss her footsteps at my door, 

I miss her seated hy my ehair, 

I miss her in the corridor, 

When gathering at the hour of prayer. 

I miss her as the bell's sweet tone 
Is ringing in the Sabbath feast ; 
In the draped pew I kneel alone, 
The music of her voice has ceased., 

I miss her at the sunset glow. 
When seated by the greenwood tree ; 
I miss her wheresoever I go, 
For she was all in all to me. 

To-day I stood beside her tomb, 
The churchyard's silent walk I paced ; 
And echo answered through the gloom, 
" Lord, to what purpose is this waste ? " 



Hush these presumptuous thoughts ; refrain 

From judging with unseemly haste ; 

In His own time God will explain 

His " purpose " in the seeming " waste.*' 

Ob, mourn not that in early prime 
They are removed whom He hath given : 
He rings this early morning chime 
To bring His loved ones safe to Heaven, 

Better the lamb with fleece unstained 
Thus early taken from the flock ; 
Better the flower thus plucked untrained, 
And saved the wintry tempest shock. 



t 
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Though from this lonely heart too soon 
The blossom dropped ere yet full blown, 
I thank Him who bestowed the boon, 
I bless Him for the transient loan. 

Wipe then the eye that anguished weeps 
0*er ties thus early, rudely torn ; - 
*' The damsel is not dead, but sleeps,*' 
m meet her in the heavenly mom. 

Then will the Lord no more conceal 

The way that cannot now be traced ; 

In His own light He will reveal 

The "PURPOSB" of this seeming "waste." 

E'en now, as wakeful memory flings 
These saddening shades, methinks I hear 
The rustle of her angel- wings 
And words are whispered in mine ear, — 

** Check the vain wish," she seems to say, 
** That would me from my bliss recall : 
We meet in yonder realms of day. 
To keep Eternal Festival ! " 



IV. 

THE GRAVE OF AN ONLY BROTHER. 

*' AFTEB THAT HB BAXTH UNTO THEM, OUB FBIEND LAZABUS SLEEPETH ; 
BUT I GO, THAT I MAT AWAKE HIM OUT OF SLEEP. THEN SAID HIS 
DISCIPLES, LOBD, IF HE SLEEP, HB SHALL DO WELL. HOWBEIT JESUS 
SPAKE OF HIS DEATH : BUT THET THOUGHT THAT HB HAD SPOKEN 
OF TAKING OF BEST IN SLEEP. THEN SAID JESUS UNTO THEM PLAINLY, 
LAZABUS IS DEAD." — JOHN xi. II-I4. 

"and many of the jews came to MABTHA and MABY TO COMPOBT 
THEM CONCEBNING THEIB BBOTHEB." — JOHN Xl. 1 9. 

" JESUS 8AITH UNTO HEB, THY BBOTHEB SHALL BISE AGAIN." — ^JOHN 
xi. 23. 
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THE GRAVE OF AN ONLY BROTHER. 

[HE early death of an only Brother may well 

share the sacredness of that spoken of in the 

former chapters. 

The lines of Moultrie, entitled "ify Brother's Grave" 

will best interpret the depth and intensity of such a 

heartr-sorrow : — 

** Beneath the chancers hallowed stone, 
Exposed to every rustic tread, 
To few save kindred spirits known, 
My Brother, is thy lowly hed. 

Belov^, those were happy days, 
When thou and I were children yet ; 

How fondly memory still surveys 
Those scenes the heart can ne'er forget t 

Though I have made me bosom friends, 
And loved and linked my heart with others, 

Yet who with mine his spirit blends 
As mine was blended with my Brother's f 



The chain is broke that bound us then ; 
Where shall I hnd its like again? " 

It is of such a Brother and such a loss the verse 
which heads this meditation speaks. The whole narra- 



I04 THE GRA VE OP AN ONLY BROTHER. 

tive has a halo of singular interest surrounding it. Per- 
haps there is ao one single resort in the Saviour's Divine 
pilgrimage on which sanctified affection loves so fondly 
to dwell as on the home and village of Bethany. 
Many has been the weary footstep and tearful eye 
that has hastened in thought thither — "gone to the 
grave of Lazarus to weep there ! " With every reason- 
able probability we may infer, from the poignant 
sorrow of the twin hearts that were so unexpectedly 
broken, that he was, as just stated, a loved and lamented 
only brother, a sacred, solitary prop around which their 
tenderest affections were entwined. Included too, as 
he was, in the love which the Divine Saviour bore to the 
household (for " Jesus loved Lazarus"), is it presump- 
tuous to imagine that his spirit had been cast into 
much the same human mould as that of his beloved 
Lord ; and that the friendship of Jesus for him had 
been formed on the same principles on which friend- 
ships are formed still — a similarity of disposition, some 
mental and moral resemblances and idiosyncrasies? 
They were like-minded so far as fallible nature and the 
nature of a stainless humanity could be assimilated. 
We can think of him as gentle, retiring, amiable, for- 
giving, heavenly-minded ; an imperfect and shadowy, 
it may be, but still a faithful reflection and transcript 
of Licamate Loveliness. May we not venture to use 
regarding hiTn his Lord's eulogy on another, " Behold 
an Israelite indeed, in whom is no guile ? " 

As yet the home of Bethany is all happiness. The 
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bnrial-groniid has been nntraversed since, probably 
years before, the dust of one, or perhaps both parents 
had been committed to the sepulchre.^ Death had long 
lefb the inmates an imbroken circle. Can it be that the 
unwelcome intruder is so nigh at hand? — ^that their 
now joyous dwelling is so soon to echo to the wail of 
lamentation? We imagine it but lately visited by 
Jesus. In a little while the dart has sped ; the sacred- 
ness of a Divine friendship is no guarantee against the 
fatal missile. The sisters are bowed in the agony of 
their worst bereavement — the pride of their exist- 
ence is laid low — " Lazarus is dead ! " 

The ofb-repeated lesson of these pages once more 
obtrudes itself — the uncertaiTUy of earth's best joys and 
purest happiness ; that the brightest sunshine is often 
the precursor of a dark cloud. 

It is the touching record of the inspired historian 
in narratdng Abraham's heaviest trial-" after these 
thingSy God did tempt Abraham." After what things ? 
Aft;er a season of rich blessings, gilding a future with 
glad hopes. He would teach us — ^while we are glad 
of our gourds — ^not to be " exceeding glad ; " not to 
nestle here as if we were to " live alway," but rather, 
as we are perched on our summer boughs, to be ready 
at His bidding to soar away, and leave behind us 
what most we prize. 



^ This is a common opinion among the Fathers of the Church. 
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" Lazarus is dead ! " What ! He, the head and 
stay and comfort of two helpless females ? The joy and 
solace of a common orphanhood, — a brother evidently 
made and bom for their adversities ? What ! Lazarus, 
whom Jesus tenderly loved ? How much, even to his 
Lord, will be buried in that early grave ! We might 
well have expected, if there be one homestead in all 
Palestine guarded by the overshadowing wings of 
angels to debar the entrance of the last enemy, whose 
inmates may pillow their heads night after night in 
the confident assurance of immunity from trial, it must 
surely be that loved resort — ^that " arbour in His hill 
Difficulty," where the God-man delighted oft to pause 
and refresh His weary body and aching mind. Will 
Omnipotence not have set its mark, as of old, on the 
doorposts and lintels of that consecrated dwelling, so 
that the destroyer, in going his rounds elsewhere, may 
pass by it unscathed? How, too, can the infant 
Church spare him ? The aged Simeon, or Anna, we 
dare not wish to detain. Burdened with years and 
infirmities, after having obtained a glimpse of their Lord 
and Saviour, let them depart in peace and receive 
their crowns. But one in the morning vigour of life, 
— one so beautifully combining natural amiability with 
Christian grace — one who was pre-eminently the 
friend of Jesus, and that word profoundly suggestive of 
all that was lovely in a disciple's character. Death 
may visit other homes in that sequestered village, and 
spread desolation in other hearts, but surely the 
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Cliurcli's Lord will not soffei' bo yalued a support pre- 
maturely to fall ! 

And yet, it is even so ! The mysterious summons 
has come! — ^the most honoured home on earth has 
been rudely rifled! — ^the most loving of hearts have 
been cruelly torn ; and inscrutable is the dealing, for 
'• Lazarus is dead ! " 

** He, the young, the strong, who cherished 
Noble longings for the strife, 
By the roadside fell, and perished 
On the threshold march of life 1 *' 

^^ Thy way is in the sea, and Thy path in the great 
waters, and Thy footsteps are not known ! " (Ps. IxxviL 
19). 

But let us be still ! The Saviour, indeed, does not 
now lead us forth amid the scene of our trial, as He * 
did the bereft sisters, to unravel the mysteries of His 
providence, and to show glory to God redounding 
from the darkest of His dispensations. To vs the 
grand sequel is reserved for eternity. The grand 
development of the Divine plan will not be fully accom- 
plished till tfien ; faith must meanwhile rest satisfied 
with what is bafiling to sight and sense. There is an 
undeveloped future in all God's dealings. There is an 
unseen " why and wherefore" which cannot be answered 
here. Our befitting attitude and language now is that 
of simple confidingness — " Shall not the Judge of all * 
the earth do right ? " Listening to one of these 
Bethany sayings, whose meaning will be interpreted in 
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a brighter world by Him who uttered it in the days of 
His flesh — " Said I not unto thee, that if thou wouldst 
bdieve, thou shouldst see the glory of God ? " 

•* Oh, thou who moumest on thy way, 
With longings for the close of day, 
He walks with thee, that Angel kind. 
And gently whispers — *Be resigned ; 
Bear up, bear on — the end shall tell ; 
The dear Lord ordereth all things welL* " 

Our duty, meanwhile, is that of children, simply to 
trust the faithfulness of a God whose purposes of love 
we often fail to discover. All will be seen at last to have 
been not only for the best, but really the best. Dark 
clouds will be fringed with mercy. What are now 
"perplexing dispensations" will be acknowledged as 
wondrous parts of a great connected whole, — ^the wheel 
within wheel of that complex machinery by which "all 
things" (yes, all things) are working together for 
good. 

" Lazarus is dead ! " The choicest tree in the 
earthly Eden may have succumbed to the blast. Some 
great light in the moral firmament may have been 
extinguished. Some * Great Heart ' may have fallen 
on the very eve of life's battle, before opportunity were 
given to prove his armour, and help to share the moral 
victory over earth's baseness and sufferings and wrong. 
But God can do without human agency. His Church 
can be preserved though no Moses be spared to con- 
duct Israel over Jordan, and no Lazarus to tell the 
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story of his Savionr's grace and love, when other 
disciples have forsaken Him and fled. 

We may be calling, in our blind unbelief, as we 
point to some mined fabric of earthly bliss — some 
tomb which has become the grave of our fondest affec* 
tions and dearest hopes — " Shall the dust praise Thee ? 
shall it declare thy Truth ? " Believe / believe ! Gk)d 
will not give us back our dead as He did to the Bethany 
sisters ; but He will not deprive us of aught we have, 
or suffer one garnered treasure to be removed, except 
for His own glory and our good. Now it is our 
province to believe it, — in Heaven we shall know it. 
Before the sapphire throne we shcJl see that not one 
redundant thorn has been suffered to pierce our feet, 
or one needless sorrow to visit our dwelling, or tear to 
dim our eye. 

" Oh, weep not though the beautiful decay ; 

Thy heart must have its autumn — ^its pale skies, 
Leading mayhap to winter's cold dismay. 
Yet doubt not ! Beauty "doth not pass away ; 

His form departs not though his body dies. 

Secure beneath the earth the snowdrop lies, 
Waiting the spring's young resurrection-day/' ^ 

Beautifully does a distinguished French orator and 
philosopher say : — 

" We are all of us like the weavers of the Gobelins, 
who, following out the pattern of an unknown artist, 
endeavour to match the threads of colours on the wrong 

* " Within and Without." 
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side, and do not see the result of their labour. It 
is only when the texture is complete that they can 
admire at their ease these lovely flowers and figures, 
these splendid pictures worthy of the palaces of kings. 
So it is with us. We work, we suffer, and we see 
neither the end nor the fruit. But God sees it ; and 
when He releases u& from our task. He will disclose to 
our wondering gaze what He, the great Artist, every- 
where present and invisible, has woven out of those 
toils that now seem so sterile, and He will then deign 
to hang up in His palace of gold the flimsy web that 
we have spun." 

Be it ours to have Jesus vrith us and Jesus for us 
in all our afflictions. In the season of prosperity, if 
our homes and hearts be gladdened with His footstep, 
then, when prosperity is withdrawn, and is succeeded 
by the dark and cloudy day, we shall know, like 
Martha and Mary, where to rush in our hours of 
bitter sorrow : listening from His glorified lips on the 
throne to those same exalted themes of consolation 
which, for eighteen hundred years, have to myriad, 
myriad mourners been like oil thrown on the troubled 
fiea. Jesus is with us ! " The Master is come ! " 
His presence wiU extract sorrow from the bitterest 
cup, and make, as He did at Bethany, — a very home 
of bereavement and a burial scene to be ^'hallowed 
ground ! " 
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HYMN OF THE MOURNER. 

Abide with me, Thou gracious Guide, 
My lamp by night, my Bun by day ! 
Thy gracious presence at my side 
Bids every murmuring thought away. 

Earth's brightest suns may cease to shine. 
Earth's shelters fail to give defence : 
Not so the Sun — ^the Shield Divine, 
The ** strong tower" of Omnipotence I 

'* Even the youths shall weary grow, 
And young men utterly shall fall ; " 
But never faintness those shall know 
Who make the living God their all 

When in a gloomy, chequered past* 
niasive human hopes appear, 
A gracious look from Thee was cast, 
Which checked the sigh and dried the tear. 

Teach me resigned to kiss the rod. 
And in this stroke Thy hand to own ; 
Or let me trust Thee, O my God, 
If now the ** need be " is unknown. 

Soon shall Thy dealings be unrolled. 
The wondrous chart will fix my gaze ; 
And heaven's revolving years unfold 
New matter and new theme for prais3. 

Wave upon wave which beat before 
Tempestuous on this ruffled breast. 
Then lull'd asleep, shall break no more 
The rapture of eternal rest I 



V. 

THE EARLY GRA VE OP A KING. 

"TOE noanoDB m takut awat from th/ btilto ooul hx shall 
mzn mo pkaob : thkt shall ubt in thkib bids, xaoh ohx walk- 
ma a ms uFBioHmns." — ^isa. Ivii i, 2. 
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THE EARLY GRAVE OF A KING. 

|HE early grave is not confined to any rank or 
station. '^ Both the small and the great are 
there " (Job iii. 1 9). While " behold the 
Lord, the Lord of Hosts, doth take away from Jeru- 
salem and from Judah the stay and the staff, . . . the 
prophet and the prudent and the ancient ;" — He ever 
and anon rings the solemn warning-bell within palace 
halls — " Put not your trust in princes, nor in the son 
of man, in whom there is no help. His breath goeth 
forth : he retumeth to his earth ; in that very day his 
thoughts perish" (Ps. cxlvi. 3, 4). 

On these last words the verse which heads this 
chapter is a significant comment. Young King Josiah, 
who ascended the throne of Judah at the tender age 
of eight, is considered, by most reliable commentators, 
to be " the Righteous one " here specially referred to. 
In harmony with Isaiah's prophetic instinct and anti- 
cipation, the youthful monarch proved himself to be 
the most godly of his royal race. No nobler panegyric 
surely could have been written than this — " Like unto 
him there was no king before him, that turned to the 

Lord with all his heart, and with all his soul, and with 

H 
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all his might, • . . neither afler him arose there any- 
like him" (2 Kings xxiii. 25). At the age of sixteen 
he was brought, by means of the perusal of a copy of 
the Divine Law, under the fervid power of personal 
piety ; and from that day onwards, during a memorable 
decade, he became priest and king in one. He com- 
menced as an iconoclast, sweeping away from mountain 
and grove and valley every vestige and memorial of the 
idolatries sanctioned and encouraged by his apostate 
predecessors, and restored the purity of the Temple- 
worship, — *' repairing the breaches of the House." His 
acts of public devotion culminated in what may well be 
considered the eventful day of his reign, when, at the 
age of eighteen, he summoned his people to a great 
convocation in Jerusalem. In more than its former 
pomp and impressiveness, the old feast of the Passover 
was kept ; — " all Israel," as in former days, publicly 
renewing their covenant to their fathers' God. The 
longing prayer of the hidden ' seven thousand ' seemed 
to have obtained a gracious answer — " Wilt Thou not 
revive us again, that Thy people may rejoice in Thee ? " 
(Ps. Ixxxv. 6). 

But, strange, mysterious dispensation ! just when in 
the flower of his youth, and when his people were 
prospering in peace and piety under his benignant 
sceptre, he is brought wounded and bleeding from the 
battlefield at Hadadrimmon, whither he had gone to 
intercept the march of Pharaoh-nechoh, and he dies in 
his chariot ere he can reach his palace in Jerusalem. 
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It attests the depth and intensity of the national grief, 
that a funeral dirge, composed by Jeremiah, was, for 
many years after, sung on the spot where he received 
the fatal wound; and the best choristers of Israel 
tendered annually their services in rendering the 
mournful strains. We get but a snatch of these in 
the plaintive ejaculation of the prophet who wrote 
them — " Ah, my brother ! • . . ah, lord ! or, ah, his 
glory ! " (Jer. xxii. 1 8). That it must, however, have 
been a scene and occasion of no common sorrow is 
farther evidenced when Zechariah uses it as a figure 
to describe the great future mourning and repentance 
of the Jews — "In that day shall there be a great 
mourning in Jerusalem, as the mourning of Hadad- 
rimmon inthe valley ^f Megiddon" (Zech. xii. 11), 
" The righteous," says Isaiah (as by imparted foresight 
he sees the sudden ecKpse of this bright star) — " The 
righteous (suddenly) perisheth," and " merciful men " 
(or, as that word may be rendered — "the piouSy* 
"men of godliness and kindness" — those who are 
^^ good^^ fearing God and loving man) "are taken 
away." 

Josiah's case is in some respects singular. From 
his public and exalted position, and the manifestation 
of singular virtues, the mystery we have already dwelt 
upon in ordinary examples, of early removal, seems inten- 
sified. For Jehovah to sufier this " beauty of Israel to 
fall in high places," appears at first sight inconsistent 
alike with the Divine wisdom and power and love. It 
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looks almost like the frnstration of God's plans aud 
purposes, a failure in His sovereign designs. In other 
respects the mystery is the same, whatever the rank or 
condition of life may be. It is the architect just com- 
pleting his work, when that work comes with a crash 
to the ground. It is the sculptor putting the finishing- 
strokes of his chisel on the virgin marble, when the 
toil of months or years strews the floor of his studio. 
It is the gardener bringing forth from his conserva- 
tory the choicest long-husbanded plants, in their fresh- 
ness and beauty, to bask in early summer sun, when a 
frost or hailstorm unexpectedly comes, and in one 
night they have perished ! It is the gourd of Jonah — 
the figure that has so often occurred to us — encircling 
some earth-bower of happiness ; blighted, not, as before 
noted, when the noonday heat is over, or when the sun 
is westering, and when the shade could be dispensed 
with ; but " in the morning," — when most needed ; 
when, drenched with the night-dews, its growth was 
stimulated and its permanency seemed ensured. To 
apply to those in regal positions what we have already 
done to those in ordinary stations, we can understand the 
removal of the hoary-headed kings " who made Israel to 
sin," — monarchg who had grown grey in iniquity. The 
land was well rid of such, for they lived only like the 
fabled upas-tree, to diffuse around them moral corrup- 
tion and death. We can understand, too, the removal 
of the aged Israelitish patriarchs and rulers, veteran 
standard-bearers, who had fought their fight and fin- 
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ished their work, and gone to perpetuate lofty charac- 
ter and service in a better world : — ^the Abrahams and 
Samuels and Davids who had '^ served their generation 
according to the will of God/' and who, " well stricken 
in years," "fell asleep, and were gathered to their 
fathers." But the Josiahs of early and brilliant pro- 
mise I — those who lived young lives of highest conse- 
cration, and diffused a hallowed influence in their age 
and sphere ! Where is the wisdom, where is the love, 
in stripping the Temple of such pillars — " Beauty and 
Strength ? " " 111 can their fellows spare them ! " Why 
is " the staff broken and the beautiful rod ? " Above 
all (for such thoughts will, despite of better faith, force 
themselves on the crushed spirit, whether it be the roll 
of ancient Jewish kings and princes, or the every- 
day modem bereft British home) — why has God — the 
Great and the Good and the Loving — ^nurtured affec- 
tions in the human bosom only prematurely to blight 
and destroy them ? Why has He created tender ties 
only to be sundered? Why is the young athlete 
stricken down just when entering the race ? Where- 
fore hath God apparently thus made His noblest work 
in vain? 

The words of Isaiah give a twofold answer to these 
questions and mysteries. The one negative, the other 
j)ositive. 

I . " The righteous is taken away from the evU to 
come" Utterly perplexing at the time, as we have now 
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Been in the case of Josiah, was that sudden summons 
— " Thus saith the Lord God, Eemove the diadem, and 
take off the crown" (Ezek. xxi. 26): just in the midst 
of his bright career, when he had inaugurated a new 
era of blessing among the thousands who owned his 
sway ; a happy people rejoicing under the shadow of 
this young cedar of God. How strange, too, apparently, 
the recompense for all that pious zeal and youthful 
consecration, to be hurried away, in the twinkling of 
an eye, by the cruel shaft of an Egyptian bowman ! 
Where was the Lord God of Elijah and of the faithful and 
leal-hearted among His Israel ? "Is the Lord's hand 
shortened, that it cannot save ? " 

Such might be the musing of the mourning, patriotic 
band who bore their young King bleeding from the 
fray ; such may possibly have been his own musings, 
as his life's-blood was ebbing, and when his eyes were 
dimming among the distant mountains of Samaria. 

But ah ! he and they were all in ignorance of the 
future. They had mercifully not revealed to them the 
impending invasion of the armies of Babylon, and the 
miseries which were to be entailed on his unhappy 
city and country ! Well was it that God compassion- 
ately spared him these sorrows of siege and torture and 
captivity, plunder of holy treasure and firing the cities 
of his kingdom, by taking him away from the evil to 
come. Had his people, at the hour of his death, known 
of all that was about to befall their land, it would have 
moderated that loud wail of sorrow which rose from the 
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valley of Megiddon. It is to this Jeremiah refers in the 
2 2d chapter of his Prophecies, when he thinks of 
Josiah peacefully sleeping with his fathers, in contrast 
with the wretchedness and humiliation which tracked 
the footsteps of his exiled successor. He addresses the 
nation of mourners, and thus would assuage their bitter 
grief — " Weep ye not for the dead (your dead King 
Josiah), neither bemoan him : but weep sore for him 
(his unhappy son) that goeth away ; for he shall return 
no more, nor see his native country" (ver. 10). God 
Himself, the Lord whom the young monarch served, 
does not disguise from him the reason of his early de- 
parture. For this is the special message sent to him 
direct from Jehovah by the mouth of Huldah the pro- 
phetess, as recorded in 2 Kings xxii. 1 8-20 — " To the 
King of Judah, which sent you to inquire of the Lord, 
thus shall ye say to him. . • . Because thine heart was 
tender, and thou hast humbled thyself before the Lord, 
... I also have heard thee, saith the Lord. Behold 
I will gather thee unto thy fathers, and thou shalt be 
gathered into thy grave in peace ; and thine eyes shall not 
see all the evU (' the evil to come ') which I will bring 
upon this place." 

What was true of Joslah's early death is, we believe, 
applicable to most cases. Often when we can see no 
love or kindness or wisdom in these early graves, it is 
because the morrow to us is mercifully veiled. God, 
who foresees all, graciously saves a heritage of sorrow 
or sin by an early removal. Better the brief loan, 
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with all its hallowed, undarkened memories, than the 
prolonged life with its possible evils. Better the lamb 
early taken, than left, footsore and fleece-torn, to pino 
on blighted herbage and wander amid dry and deserted 
channels. Blessed, truly, in the beautiful, heavenly 
sense, are " the undefiled," who have, by early death, 
escaped the corruptions that are in the world through 
lust ; in the volume of whose heart the white leaves 
have their virgin purity unblotted and unstained; 
" taken " before impurity stirred the well of pure 
thought. More blessed and honoured, in one sense, 
are those — and many such there are — who, by dint of 
resolute self-discipline and high principle, have bravely 
fought the long fight, and come out of it unwounded, 
unscathed; who with unabashed face can make the 
appeal to the great Heart-searcher, of a good conscience 
and a blameless life ; but safer, at least, are they who, 
away from the sudden gusts and hurricanes of temp- 
tation, have soared early upwards, and with unsoiled 
plumage, unruffled wings, have sank into the clefts of 
the Rock for ever. If they had been suffered to remain 
longer on earth, who can tell but some baneftil in- • 
fluences might have blighted fair promise and belied 
fond hopes ? But ere the storm-cloud could descend, 
the Great Giver, in mercy, gave the summons — 

" Waft her, angels I to the skies, 
Far above yon azure plain, 
Glorions there like you to rise, 
There like you for ever reign ! " 
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Oh, what would thousand thousands give, who are 
now drifting as miserable wrecks on life's sea — ^health, 
innocence, purity gone —what would such give to be 
as they are, inheriting in all its grandeur that best 
beatitude, " Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall 
see God " ? Yes, and in the case of bereaved parents, 
how many a bitter tear-drop would be dried, and 
broken heart solaced and comforted, if, remembering 
all the perils of this world of sin and suffering, and 
with the bright retrospect of lives suddenly cut short, 
they would listen to the utterance of Isaiah, like a sweet 
chime wafted from the Temple of Heaven, " The right- 
teous is taken away from the evil to come ! " 

But' the words of the Prophet give also a positive 
explanation of the mystery of early death (ver. 2) — 
" He shall enter into peace : they shall rest in their 
beds, each one walking in his uprightness." Rather, as 
it has been rendered, " each one walking straight be- 
fore him ; " or, as Bishop Lowth translates it, " he that 
walketh in the straight path." 

Josiah, the youthful, the good, the pious, when he 
died, " entered into peace." It is a beautiful Old 
Testament evidence of the immediate blessedness of the 
departed righteous. His body rested in the tomb as 
in a * bed ' or couch ; his spirit — ^the spirit that walked 
so ' uprightly ' on earth, with no divergence from the 
path of duty and piety — continues, in a loftier state of 
existence, this elevated ^ walk' The work cut short 
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in this lower world is not arrested; it is only trans- 
ferred. In a higher and loftier sphere he still pursues 
active ministries of righteonsness. 

There is an evident contrast between these open- 
ing words of the chapter and the terrible refrain 
with which it closes — " There is no peace, saith my 
God, to the wicked;" none in life, none in death. 
But " the righteous," thus taken away, " enter into 
peace.^ 

Another thought, too, is brought out in the original 
which we miss in our translation, and which suggests 
the same assurance of immediate bliss. It occurs in 
the words just quoted — " The righteous is taken avxiyr 
" Merciftd men are taken away ; " this in the Hebrew 
is, " The righteous, the merciful, are gathered " — 
gathered to their fathers : ^ the same expression re- 
garding Josiah which God Himself put into the lips 
of Huldah — " I will gather thee to thy fathers : " — 
" Thou shalt be gathered to thy grave in peace." It is 
not ' taken away,' as if some violent seizure, a wrench 
from friendship and happiness, and from all association 
with living souls. No ! it is rather a joining of the 
great company, a being gathered to the gathering of 
the sainted dead. The early death of Josiah, and such 
as he, is the morning chime which summons to the 
upper sanctuary, to unite in the worship of the great 
congregation. It is the vessel entering the haven of 

^ Seo Barnes and Alexander in loc. 
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eternal rest ; but that hayen not in a silent, deserted 
shore, but a harbour crowded with the loving and the 
glorified ; a world not of loneliness, but rather of fellow- 
ship and communion with the great and the good, and 
the true of all ages. 

Beader, if the death of the young was annihilation ; 
if the orb underwent eternal eclipse ; if there were even 
a period of intermediate suspension of consciousness 
and active energy ; — ^then such removal would be mys- 
terious ; the blank would be a blank indeed. But the 
sun has not been blotted out from the firmament ; it 
has only disappeared amid these western clouds to 
illuminate some other section of God's great world; 
lost to earth, it shines in Heaven. Ay, more ; what- 
ever path of uprightness the departed one followed 
below, he or she is following that path above. Heaven 
is but an expansion and development of the character- 
istic traits of earth — " He that is righteous, let him be 
righteous still; and he that is holy, let him be holy 
still." We can stand beside the death-bed of the 
young believer, and as we are musing over that touch- 
ing spectacle of baffled energy, paralysed activity, pre- 
mature decay of physical and mental power, early 
removal alike from earth's duties and earth's joys ; — 
while on the one hand we can take hold of the negative 
solace, that by so soon entering the haven he has been 
possibly spared many a " night and day on the deep," — 
we can rise to nobler and better and brighter assurances. 
We can listen as to the whispering of angels hovering 
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around his pillow — ^^ JTe shall enter into peace; . . . 
he shall walk in his uprightness," 

One other thought on early death may be suggested 
by these words. The body rests in the ' bed ' of the 
grave, and the spirit has entered into peace in heaven ; 
but while that spirit is there pursuing its onward path 
of bliss and glory, it has not, in the truest sense, bid 
farewell to its earthly sphere. If I revert to a thought 
already dwelt upon, it is because of its elevating com- 
fort. The lips are silenced, the music of the voice is 
hushed, the blank of the absent is too painfully realised. 
But " the righteous " survive dissolution even in this 
world. In their deathless memories of goodness and 
worth, they continue to " walk." The * uprightness ' 
is not laid by with their funeral shroud, or merely 
carved in the epitaph on their gravestones. No! it 
lives. The sun has vanished, but the glow still reddens 
the mountain-tops and glorifies the evening clouds. 
Josiah died ! It was in one sense the last of him, 
when he was borne away on that bloody bier from the 
valley of Megiddon ; or, at all events, when, as in great 
pomp, they laid him in the tombs of the Kings in 
Jerusalem. It is said that '^ all Judah and Jerusalem 
mourned for him." But, in the noblest meaning of 
the words, he lived on for generations afterwards. We 
read in 2 Chron. xxxv. 26, " Now the rest of the 
acts of Josiah, and his goodness (uprightness), . . . and 
his deeds, first and last, behold, they are written in 
the Book of the Elings of Israel and Judah." They 
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were written in a more enduring volume. They were 
written deep on his own nation's heart. They are 
written in imperishable memorial in the chronicles of 
the great and good of all time. He shines, this day, 
as a clear fixed star in the olden firmament, and will 
thus shine on for ever ! 

"Early death!" That "early" is a term only 
relative to the body — ^that which rests in the bed of 
the grave. The young life which has shone gloriously 
for God, though now a fallen meteor, has left a track 
of radiance behind it, for which parent and brother 
and sister will for ever bless Him who gave the tran- 
sient boon ! 

Ye who may, with sad heart, be often and again 
tempted to mourn those thus early removed ; — who 
read that promise of long life apparently broken and 
stultified on the letters of an early tomb, and who 
think the Psalmist's words most appropriate to trace 
on the marble, " He weakened my strength in the 
way; He shortened my days" (Ps. cii. 23); be com- 
forted ! God measures existence — we cannot too often 
repeat it — not by periods, or by decades, or jubilees ; 
with Him character is life, not years ; goodness is life, 
not years. " The righteous," whether he has fallen at 
the very threshold of existence, or in the prime of youth, 
or in the glory of manhood, or survived to a green old 
age—" The righteous shall be had in everlasting re- 
membrance." 
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THE EARLY GRAVE OF A ROYAL PRINCE.^ 

Go silence your pibrochs ; go sound the wild coronach ; 
Wail out its dirges o'er mountain and vale : 
The Chief of our chieftains lies silent and shrouded, 
The Prince of the laud, and the pride of the Gael I 

Ye dumh mountain-mourners, how fondly he loved you t 
In glory of sunshine or grandeur of gloom : 
Your carpets of heather, your jungles of bracken, 
The plumes of your rock-pines, the gold of your broom ! 

Come, Dee's gentle waters, and lend your soft music. 
As plaintive ye flow through the forests of Mar ; 
While louder responding, ye torrents of Muick, 
Your tribute-grief bring from the dark Lochnagar. 

Gkirrawalt, pour out your thunder of tear-drops ; 
The rainbow forbid to encircle your spray: 
More fitting by far are the wrack and the driftwood. 
Which chafe in each eddy and cauldron to-day I 

Take up the moaning cry, cottage and clachan, 
Shepherd's lone shieling on mountain or moor ; 
For he whom we mourn had alike ever ready 
A word for the great and a smile for the poor. 

He lived not in times when our bale-fires were lighted. 
When yelled forth the war-pipes o'er moorland and glade, 
The fiery cross carried from hamlet to hamlet. 
And shieling and homestead in ashes were laid. 

^ These lines might perhaps more naturally find a place at the dos- 
ing portion of the volume. But the writer has thought they might be 
inserted, not inappropriately, as a sequel to the royal 'early grave' of the 
preceding chapter. A few stanzas have been selected from verses else- 
where entitled '* In Memoriam : The Psinoe Consobt. — Balmoral, 14th 
December, i86i." 
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Not his were the lips that could sound the fierce slogan 
When claymore met broadsword in battle array, 
When chieftain and clansmen stood shoulder to shoulder, 
Impatient to join in the heat of the fray. 

Far nobler his mission, far grander his triumphs, 
Their glories unreckoned by booty and slain ; 
The battle with wrong and the conquest of baseness, 
The proudest of trophies — a life without stain. 

" Too early ! too early ! " his knell to be tolling ; 

" Too early," ere mid-day, his requiem said : 

With his eye yet undimmed and his brow yet unfurrowed, 

Too early for such seems the sleep of the dead. 

" Too early I " — not age that is wintered and hoary. 
Not falling of "autumn-leaves, withered and sere ; " 
But life has succumbed in its simimer of glory. 
Its choicest flowers "blooming when blighting was near." 

" Too early I too early ! " — ^fit wail for the living ; 
Great God of the mourner ! with Thee do we plead 
For the heart that is broken with anguish imspoken. 
Alone in her greatness, — " a widow indeed 1 " 

For her are the dii^ges — for her the wild coronach — 
For her we may weep tUl our eyes become dim ; 
But with our thoughts centred on the bliss he has entered. 
All tears may be dried that are falling for HIM ! 
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A FIRST EARLY GRAVE. 

"THE FIRSTLINQ OF HIS FLOCK." — GEN. iv. 4. 

" TAKE NOW THY BON, THINE ONLY SON ISAAC, WHOM THOU LOVEST."- 
OEN. xxii. 2. 

** AS ONE MOUBNBTH FOB HIS ONLY SON." — ZECH. XU. ID. 

"AS ONE WHOM HIB MOTHEB OOMFOBTETH, SO WILL I OOMFOBT YOU.'*- 

ISA. Ixvi. 13. 
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A FIRST EARLY GRAVE. 

UCH a title, to many a child of affliction, is 
touchingly suggestive. Solemn is the pre- 
sent hour on which you have entered. The 
shadows of death, for the first time, are falling around 
you. Your dwelling has been entered and despoiled, 
not of the aged and decrepit and toil worn, but of life 
in its earliest prime. Often before have you heard of 
triaL You may have visited over and over again the 
house of mourning. You may even have dealt out 
lessons of comfort to others. The doors of neighbours 
and friends you have seen darkened, but the King of 
Terrors has till now passed you by. Your turn has at 
last come ! — ^The invader has broken into your own fond 
circle. For the first time yours is a house of death, — 
yours the bitterness of a First Bereavement. "Ah, 
what, lessons our dear Lord is now teaching you, — 
lessons which angels can never learn; — ^teaching by 
heart what was only known before by rote ! " ^ 

I know not what may be the special feature in this 
your early lesson in the school of trial. Possibly some 

* Lady P<.»werscourt's Letters. 
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darling child, who has imperceptibly been entwining 
its every heartstring around you, wrenched from your 
embrace. 

** Our beautiful bird of light hath fled 
Awhile she sat with folded wings, 
Sang round us a few hoverings, 
Then straightway into glory sped ! " 

The trial may have overtaken with appalling suddenness. 
The hurricane may have swept your loved one down 
in the midst of brightest sunshine. The summons may 
have come at the time when the joy of your tieart 
could be least spared; when most prized, most needed. 
It may have been a cherished life, rich with the pro- 
mise of usefulness to the Church or the world. It 
would seem as if some anticipated piece of music 
had scarce its prelude or overture played, when the 
voices in a moment ceased; the music is hushed, 
the lights are extinguished; the programme only 
begun when ended. With the drooping and blight- 
ing of that tender flower, your present feeling is — 

" There's not on earth the living thing 
To which the withered heart can cling." 

How altered your feelings amid the world's familiar 
din and bustle ! The unsympathising crowd, all un- 
conscious of what is transacting within your threshold, 
are hurrying by as before. They are exchanging with 
one another the same joyous recognitions, they are clad 
in the same gay attire, the same merry chimes mark the 
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passing hour ; and yet, to you, all is sicklied over with 
inveterate sadness ; every scene and association which 
whispers gladness to others, wakes no response but that 
of sorrow in your heart. The silent chamber ! — it echoes 
to your lonely voice. The happy fireside circle! — 
there is a vacant seat. The favourite walk, — ^the 
cherished haunt ! — the smile that made it so is fled. 
Ah ! life has indeed become like the " flat, bare, oozy 
tide-mud, when the blue sparkling wave, with all its 
company of gliding boats and white-winged ships, the 
music of oars and chiming waters, has gone down." 
Your mind is filled with ten thousand conflicting feel- 
ings, to which you dare not give utterance ; the holy 
visions of the past flitting before you like shadows on 
the wall ; the future all darkness and mystery. Your 
pining spirit, in the flrst gush of its bitterness, turns 
away, refusing to be comforted ; the feelings of an old 
suffferer are too truthfully the transcript of your own — 
" Call me not Naomi ; call me Mara, for the Almighty 
hath dealt very bitterly with me" (Eath i. 20). In 
one terrible sense is the Scripture saying expounded, 
"Old things have passed away, and all things have 
become new." 

" Long night succeeds thy little day, 
O blighted blossom I can it be 
That this grey stone and grassy clay 
Have closed our anxious care of thee ? 

Thy symmetry of face and form ; 
The eye with life and light replete ; 
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The little heart so fondly warm ; 
The voice so musically sweet : 

These, lost to liope, in memory yet 
Around the heart that loved thee cling ; 

Shadowing with long and vain regret 
The too fair promise of thy spring." ^ 

" Oh, thou afflicted, tossed with tempest, and not 
comforted," unschooled and undisciplined in these fiery- 
trials ; — He who brought you into the furnace will 
lead you through ! He has never failed in the case of 
any of His " poor afflicted ones " to realise His own 
precious promises. All is mystery to you now, — nothing 
but crossed plans and blighted hopes, a fature of 
unutterable desolation. But He will yet vindicate 
His dealings. Even on earth He often leads us to see 
and learn " the need be ; " and if not on earth, at least 
in glory, there will be a grand revelation of inefiable 
wisdom and love in this very trial which is now bowing 
your head like a bulrush, and making your eyes a very 
fountain of tears. "He is in all providences," says 
Bunyan, " be they never so bitter, never so afflicting, 
never so smarting, never so destructive to our earthly 
comforts. Every cup is of His preparing ; it is Jesus, 
your best friend (0 ye poor, poor believers), who most 
dearly loves you, that appoints all providences, orders 
them all, overrules, moderates, and sanctifies them all, 
and will sweeten them all, and in His due time will 

^ These lines were inscribed, more than half a century ago, above 
an " Early Grave " in the burial-ground of Shepperton on the Thames. 
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make tliem profitable unto yoa, that you shall one day 
have cause to praise and bless His name for them all/' 

Though I have dwelt on the depth of your bereave- 
ment, I do not write to aggravate your sorrow. My 
design is rather to solace, and to lead you submis- 
sively to say, "Thy will be done." Let me only 
throw out one or two simple reflections; and may 
** the Father of mercies and God of all comfort, who 
comforteth us in all our tribulations," make us able to 
" comfort them which are in any trouble, by the com- 
fort wherewith we ourselves are comforted of God " (2 
Cor. i. 3, 4). 

A FiKST Early Trial ! — Was it not needed ? The 
world may have been becoming too engrossing ; alien- 
ating your love, dimming your view of " the better 
country." Commune with your own heart, and say, 
Was not this (sad though it be) the very discipline 
required ? Less would not have done to wean me from 
earth. I was lulled in self-security : living in a state 
of awful forgetfulness of my God, — insensible of His 
mercies, — unmindful of His goodness, — taking my 
blessings as matters of course, — a secret atheism ! 
More than this; of the magnitude of " things not seen " 
I had no vivid and realising consciousness. I felt as 
if death could never disturb my dream of happiness. 
He had been going his rounds on every side, but I 
never could anticipate the time when the spoiler could 
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rush upon my loved circle and make stLch a gap as 
this ! 

If such be aught of a truthful picture, was it not 
love and kindness in Him who woke (though with a 
voice of thunder) from this perilous dream ? He saw 
it needful, "by terrible things in righteousness," to 
bring back thy truant, wandering heart, and fix once 
more its affections on Himself as their only satisfying 
portion. " Your Heavenly Father never thought this 
world's painted glory a gift worthy of you, and there- 
fore He hath taken out the best thing it had in your 
sight, that He might Himself fill the heart He had 
wounded with Himself."^ The threads of life may 
have been weaved into a bright tissue. He gave you 
prosperity — but it was that awful thing, "unsancti- 
fied prosperity ; " — " because they have no changes, 
therefore they fear not God." He would not suffer 
you thus to be left alone, to settle in the downy nest of 
self-ease and forgetfulness. He has roused you on the 
wing ; and pointed your upward soarings to their only 
true resting-place, in His own everlasting presence, 
and friendship, and love. " Ah ! it is indeed humi- 
liating," says the same devout man whose words we 
have last quoted, " that we require so many stripes to 
force us, as it were, to God, when there is enough in 
Him to draw us to Himself, and to keep us with 
Himself for ever !" But better surely all these stripes 

1 EvaiiB, 
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than to be left unchecked in our career. It has been 
well said, " The sorest word God ever spoke to Israel 
was, ' Why should ye be stricken any more ? ' " This 
wayward heart was throwing out its fibres on every 
side and rooting them down to earth. He had to un- 
root them from things that are of " earth, earthy," and 
fasten them on Himself as all in all ! 

A First Early Trial ! — Had it not its gracious miti^ 
gationsi At first sight this may appear a strange 
admission. There may seem no alleviating drop in 
your cup. But such there always are. " Have you 
ever marked," says a writer who knew well herself 
what the famaco was, — " have you ever marked His 
gentleness when bringing a painful message ? how He 
usually calls by name, ' Abraham, Abraham ! * ' Moses, 
Moses ? ' " 

Yes ! I verily believe that there are few afflicted 
children of God but can echo the expression of the 
tried Psalmist, " I will sing of mercy and of judgment." 
(Mercy first, then judgment !) Let each of these mer- 
cies be a voice of comfort to you. Have there been 
kind friends sent to share the bitterness of your sorrow 
and give you the tribute of their valued sympathy ? 
Ask those who, from peculiar circumstances, may have 
been denied this boon — who in their hour of trial 
have been left unbefriended to weep in silence and in 
solitude their first tears — if there be no mercy in 
this? Again, your chief blessing may have been 
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taken away from you ; but many precious ties yet 
remain, and the loss you have sustained knits toge- 
ther the broken links in holier and more sacred bonds 
than before. Ask those who have carried their all to 
the grave — ^who have been left like a solitary tree of 
the forest, alone— if there be no blessing in having the 
voice of doubly-endeared survivors to mingle together 
common sympathy and recount the hallowed memories 
of the departed ? Or, better than all, Is the loss you 
mourn the eternal gain of the absent one ? Oh ! ask 
those who have to muse in dumb agony over the 
thought of those gone unprepared to meet their God, 
Is it no mercy (nay, rather is it not the most exalted 
of consolations, — ^that which disarms death and bereave- 
ment of all its bitterness) that " the loved and lost ** 
are the crowned and glorified ? " We may not here 
below," says St. Cyprian, " put on dark robes of mourn- 
ing, when they above have put on the white robes of 
glory." " The birds are fled away, having outgrown our 
care, to fill a bough on the tree of life, and charm us 
on to follow after them." " I have had six children, 
and I bless God for His free grace that they are all 
loith Christ or in Christ, and my mind is now at rest 
concerning them. My desire was that they should have 
served Christ on earth, but if God will choose to have 
them rather serve Him in heaven, I have nothing to 
murmur at; His will be done."^ " All our dear rela- 

A EUiot. 
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tions that died in Christ," in the words of the great 
Puritan, " are in the highest heavens. While we are 
fighting, sighing, and sobbing here below, they are 
with blessed Jesus above, according to His prayer for 
them, seeing His glory and participating in it." ^ 

A First Early Trial ! — Is there not a specially loud 
voice in it t • You may have heavier trials and severer 
losses than this, but never will God's voice speak louder 
to you than now. It is the loudest knock that can be 
heard at the door of your heart ! Felix might have 
heard another' (perhaps even a more powerful) sermon 
from Paul " on righteousness, temperance, and the 
judgment to come ; " but I believe he would not have 
again trembled, as he did, when for the first time these 
appalling realities were presented to his mind. 

So with a first bereavement : and therefore it has its 
solemn responsibilities ! Let it not die away in fainter 
and yet fainter echoes, like the subsiding thunder. Let 
it be accompanied with the response — " Lord, what 
wouldst Thou have me to do ? " Seek to feel that God 
has some great end in view — some wise meaning to 
subserve — some gracious lesson to teach. Let it be as 
a monitory angel telling you to strike your tent and 
pitch it nearer heaven — " Arise and depart, for this 
is not your rest ! " As we have seen the timid bird 
hopping from bough to bough till it reach the topmost 

' Bunyan. 
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branch, and then winging its flight to the sky ; so is 
affiction designed to drive the soul from perch to perch, 
from refuge to refuge, higher and still higher, till at 
last it soars upward to the heaven of its God." 

The First Trial! — Is it not the most hcfitting 
season either for a first, or for a renewed consecration 
to God's service ? Like a vessel driven from its moor- 
ings, you may be drifting unpiloted on a tempestuous 
sea. Let these raging waters lead you to take shelter 
in the quiet haven. " Build your nest upon no tree 
here ; for you see God hath sold the forest to deatii ; 
and every tree upon which we would rest is ready to 
be cut down ; to the end we may flee and mount up, 
and build upon the Rock." ^ If at this season you are 
a stranger to the power of religion, uncheered by its 
precious, gracious promises, you are to be pitied indeed. 
There is no sadder spectacle than the unbefriended, 
orphaned, widowed, or withered heart, ungladdened by 
one beam of Bible consolation: — the dark valley 
traversed with no ray of Gospel hope to pierce its 
shadows! Equally mournful if the heart be un- 
humbled — if it refuse to bear the rod — ^if the death 
chamber only re-echo with your murmurings, and the 
chastened soul be unable to point to any " peaceable 
fruit of righteousness," as the result of the Divine 
dealings ! There is a depth of meaning in what a son 

^ Samuel Rutherford. 
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of consolation has said, as he mingles exhortations with 
solaces — '^ Unsanctified trials become deep afflictions." 
On the other hand, if yon are no stranger to Him 
who is " the God of all comfort," or if till the present a 
stranger, you are ready to avail yourself of the one 
only solace in such an hour, what a hallowed experi- 
ence yours is ! With all the unutterable, untold 
depths of your sorrow, I know not a time fuller of 
more chastened joy than the mourning Christian's 
chamber, when the world is shut out, and he is alone 
vrith God ! The sun of his earthly happiness set ; but 
this only allowing the clustering constellations of 
Divine consolation to shine the brighter : — the stars of 
Bible promise coming out, one by one, like ministering 
angels ; — the revelation of scenes which " eye hath not 
seen, nor ear heard, nor heart conceived ! " "As in a 
time of rain and cloud the distant hills look nearer, so 
do the everlasting hills of glory appear, in the cloudy 
and dark day, nearer, more glorious, — sparkling with 
ten thousand rills of love and covenant-faithfulness. 
You breathe their bracing stimulating atmosphere as 
you have never done before ! If thus cheered, yours 
is indeed an enviable experience. You have One by 
you and with you, who can fill all blanks and com- 
pensate for all losses; who can make your solitary 
chamber of mourning a Paimos, bright as the ^gean 
Isle was to John, with manifestations of a Saviour'sf 
presence and love. " If death did come alone to us," 
again says Bunyan, " it would be terrible indeed ; its 
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ghastly countenance would affright us. But here is 
the comfort, that Christ our dearest Lord will come 
with death to sweeten it to us, and support ns under 
it. . . . Though it be the King of Terrors in itself, 
and a grim porter, yet by His coming with it, it shall 
be the King of Comforts." 

*' God's ichor fills the hearts that hleed, 
The best fruit loads the broken bough ; 
And in the wounds our sufferings plough 
Immortal love sows sovereign seed."^ 

Remember, affliction has always been God*s peculiar 
method of dealing with His own people. It is because 
He loves them He chastises them. " I have chosen 
thee," says He, " in the furnace of a/^iction" As an 
old writer says, " He instructs His scholars in the 
school of the Law, and in the school of the Gospel, but 
He has a third class for advanced learners, and that is 
the school of Trial." A sublime dialogue between a 
saint on earth and a saint in heaven represents each 
member of the white-robed multitude as having gradu- 
ated in this same school. " What are these arrayed in 
white robes, and whence came they ? These are they 
that have come out of gi'cat tribulation." 

Seek alike to exercise simple faith in the wisdom of 
God's dealings — the unswerving rectitude of His dis- 
pensations, and to magnify His name by the sweet 
exercise of the grace of patience. This is a grace 

^ Gerald jMassey. 
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peculiar to the saints on earth. It is unknown in 
heaven, where there are no trials to call it into exercise. 
Think what a drop in the ocean of suffering is your 
trial, in comparison with what the Prince of sufferers 
underwent for you, whose exceptional experience was 
this, " All Thy waves and Thy billows have gone over 
Me ! " He could make a challenge to a whole world 
of sufferers, which to this hour remains unanswered, and 
ever tvill remain, " Was there ever any sorrow like unto 
My sorrow f " Child of God ! believe it, there is not 
one drop of wrath in the bitter cup thou art now 
drinking. He took all that was bitter out of it, and 
left it a cup of love ! 

A little while and the night of weeping will be over, 
and a gentle hand in a tearless world will dry up the 
very source of tears. " There is no night there," — no 
bereavement either to be experienced or dreaded! 
Every day is bringing yon nearer that blissful reality, 
nearer reunion with the glorified, — nearer Him who is 
now standing with the hoarded treasures of eternity in 
His hand, and the hoarded love of eternity in His 
heart ! How will one brief moment there banish in 
everlasting obUvion all the pangs and sorrows of the 
vale of weeping ! " When you have passed," says a 
man of God who is now realising the truth of his own 
words, " to the other side of that narrow river, to the 
which we shall so shortly come, you will have no doubt 
that all you have undergone was little enough for the 
desired end." 
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" Soon and for ever, 

Snch promise our trust. 
Though ashes to ashes, 
And dust unto dust ; — 

Soon and for ever, 

Our union shall be 
Made perfect, our glorious 

Kedeemer, in Thee I 

When the sins and the sorrows 

Of time shall be o'er. 
Its pangs and its partings 

Remembered no more, — 

Where life cannot fail. 
And where death cannot sever, 

Christians with Christ shall be 
Soon and for ever." 

Meanwhile, return to life's duties with the spirit of 
" a weaned child," exhibiting meek acquiescence in the 
sovereign will of your God. Tour trial was not de- 
signed to absolve you from earth's avocations. God 
has given you, indeed, a season of quiet calm and 
seclusion during these first overwhebning hours of 
sorrow. He has taken you, kindly and mercifully, out 
from the world's noise and bustle into the secret of 
His own presence, that no secular, harassing earthly 
thoughts or anxiety may obtrude themselves upon you. 
In His own beautiful figure, « Behold, I will allure her 
and bring her into the wilderness (the silent place, the 
silent season), and will speak comfortably unto her, 
and I will give her her vineyards from thence, and the 
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valley of Achor for a door of hope " (Hosea ii. 1 4). 
You remember how Jesus dealt with His own disciples 
when He first startled them with the announcement 01 
their greatest sorrow, viz., 'that He, their beloved Lord 
and Master, was to die a shameful death on the cross* 
There was the cessation, for a whole week, of public 
teaching and miracle. He and they seemed to have 
spent that week of superhuman sadness in meditative 
loneliness and abstraction from ordinary duty. For 
it was "after six days," says one Evangelist, "after 
eight days," says another, that the time of seclusion 
and silence was broken, and He took them up to the 
Mount of Transfiguration (Mark ix. 2 ; Luke ix. 28). 
Oh, glorious result of that season of soul-sadness — the 
announcement to the twelve of their impending desola- 
ting bereavement !— because it ended in what ? In the 
grand and glorious result of all trial to God's children 
— seeing their Lord transfigured be/ore them! You 
may, like these disciples, at first, " fear to enter into 
the cloud." But you need not ! He takes His people 
still, up from the valleys of trial and sorrow to be on 
the Mount of glory with Himself; — giving them new 
manifestations of His grace and love ; leading from the 
place of mourning up to the very gates of heaven : — 
" They saw no man save Jesus OTdy " (Mark ix. 8). 
Yet, careftdly observe, that bright, transcendent, trans- 
figuration-scene is not to last. The week of sorrow 
and its elevating experiences are at an end, and they 
are summoned once more down from the Sabbatic 

K 
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mount to the old scene of trial and of conflict.^ Yes ! 
return to lifers dtUies ! It is by no means the smallest 
part of yonr trial thus to go out to breathe the cheer- 
less air of the worid again, and mingle with a saddened 
and crushed spirit amid scenes where all is uncon- 
genial. But impossible as it may now seem, "the 
waves of life," to use the words of a writer already 
quoted, " must and will settle back to their usual flow 
where that treasured bark has gone down. For how 
imperiously, how coolly, in disregard of all one's feel- 
ing, does the hard, cold, uninteresting course of daily 
realities move on ! Still must we eat and drink, and 
sleep and wake again — still bargain, buy, sell, ask and 
answer questions — pursue, in short, a thousand shadows, 
though all interest in them be over, the cold mechani- 
cal habit of living remaining after all vital interest in 
it has fled." 

But " as thy day, so shall thy strength be." You 
know not, until you make trial of it, all the blessed ful- 
ness and truthfulness of this precious assurance. " You 
are about," says one deeply experienced, " to enter into 
realities of consolation you have never imagined to be 
in God." You have heard ten thousand broken hearts 
teU in no sembled words what their experience has 
been. " We have been wonderfully supported." And 
what was the secret of it ? Let the Apostle answer : 
" The Lord stood by me and strengthened me ! " He 

^ I owe this thought to the gifted teachings of a friend. 
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proportions grace to trial. Your extremity is His 
opportunity. " They went through the flood on foot," 
Bays the Psalmist; "THERE did we rejoice in Him.*' 
Beautiful picture ! or rather, glorious testimony to the 
sustaining grace of God; a firm footing amid the 
threatening waves : — nay, more, " there ! " (when the 
billows were around us; in the very midst of our 
affliction) — " there did we rejoice in Him ! " He will 
deal tenderly, wisely, lovingly with you. He does not 
"pour down waterfloods on the mown grass." He 
considers His people's case. There is no Bible figure 
on which the Christian mourner dwells with such 
delight as that of the Refiner of silver sitting by the 
furnace of His own lighting — tempering itS heat — re- 
gulating the fury of its flames— quenching the violence 
of the fires — designing all, all — ^not to consume and 
destroy, but to purify and brighten. That Refiner, too, 
from deep-felt experience, knows your sorrows. " I have 
had a deep, a very deep wound," says Lady Powerscourt ; 
" the trial has been very severe, but how should I 
have known Him' as a Brother bom for adversity with- 
out it ? . . . He has gone through every class in our 
wilderness-school; He seems intent to fill up every 
gap love has been forced to make. One of His errands 
from heaven was to bind up the broken-hearted." 
You can hear, as it were, the voice of the departed 
stealing down from the heights of glory, and thus, as 
Boaz said to Ruth, gently rebuking your fast-falling 
tears, — " It is true that I am thy near kinsman, how- 
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belt there is a Kinsman nearer than I ! " (Ruth iii. 1 2). 
Though earthly ties have been severing, He still " lives 
and loves." " She was," said good old Philip Henry, 
when writing of Lady Puleston, who died in 1658, 
" She was the best friend I had on earth, but my 
Friend in heaven is still where He was, and He will 
never leave me nor forsake me." 

" Whatsoever, whomsoever you have lost, you have 
not lost your Jesus, your best Friend. You have His 
eye. His tender, watchful, provident eye upon you still ; 
you have His ear open to your cries still; yea, you 
have His everiasting arms underneath you to sustain 
you still, for else you would sink. ... To have a Friend 
in heaven, and such a Friend, so wise, so powerful, so 
faithful, so merciful, so sensibly affected with all our 
misery, so tender, so able, and so willing to bear and 
help us ! — I say this is infinitely better than all the 
friends that ever we had or could have on earth." ^ Trust 
Him. He will " guide you (nay, He is guiding you) 
by His counsel ; " " and afterward " — " afterward ! " — 
It is not for you to scan that word ! It may be one 
of painful significance ; it may be after much discipline ; 
it may be after a rough and rugged and thorny road — 
trial upon trial. Remember what follows that " after^ 
ward " — " Se will receive you into Glory I " Soon the 
last ripple of affliction will be heard^ and then its sound 
will die away f(yr ever ! Entering the triumphal arch 

1 Bunyan's " Heart's Ease." 



A FIRST EARLY GRAVE. 149 

of heaven, you will read in living characters the his- 
tory of a sinless, sorrowless future : " And God shall 
wipe away all tears from their eyes, and there shall be 
no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall 
there be any more pain: for the former things are 
passed away " (Rev. xxi. 4). 



THE FIRST-FALLEN FLOWER. 

" My Beloved it gone down into Hi$ garden , , , to gather {tftet."— Sol. Bono tI. a. 
" mien Vie fruit is ripe, immediateljf He putteth in the $ickle.*'—iiAHK It. 99. 

Why weep for the beautiful flower, 

As if premature plucked away ? 
Survived had its blossoms that hour. 

It had lived, but had lived to decay. 

But now it has left this cold scene 

To bloom in the regions above, 
Where no storms, where no clouds intervene. 

To darken the sunshiue of love. 

The rose in the garden that falls, 

Has its vacant place filled up again ; 
No gap in the branches recalls 

That a transient blank had e'er been. 

Not so with the hearts that bewail 
The blight of the tender home-flower : 

No subsequent leaves can avail 
To fill its missed place in the bower 1 

Oh, happy, thrice happy the time, 
When again we shall meet, ne*er to sever; 

With that flower in that happier clime 
To bask in bright sunshiue for ever ! 



11. 



SECOND CAUSES. 

''THEN BAID MABTHA UNTO JESUS, LOBD, IV THOU HAD8T BEEN HEBE, 
ICr BBOl'HBB HAD NOT DIED." — JOHN zi. 21. 

"then WHEN MABT WAS OOHB WHEBE JESUS WAS, AND SAW HIV, 
SHE FELL DOWN AT HIS FEET, SATING UNTO HIV, LOBD, IF THOU HADST 
BEEN HEBE, BT BBOTHEB HAD NOT DIED." — JOHN xL 32. 
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SECOND CAUSES. 

|T no time more than on the occasion of early 
deaths and early graves does the sad brooding 
over ^ second causes ' come into painful, and 
sometimes unworthy conflict with the Christian's better 
faith and loftier confidences. 

The words of both the Bethany mourners, which head 
this meditation, the natural expression of their sorrow- 
ing spirits, may help to carry with them to the heart of 
the bereaved, lessons alike of tender rebuke and of 
patient resignation. 

It is unnecessary again to rehearse the narrative, which 
has furnished us with the subject of a previous paper* 
Martha had already, in her interview with her Master, 
and her sister Mary now repeats in broken accents, 
'^ Lord, if Thou hadst been here, my brother had not 
died." Often at a season of sore bereavement some one 
poignant thought or reflection takes possession of the 
mind, and, for the time, overmasters every other. This 
echo of the one mourner's utterance by the other, leads 
us to conclude that it had been a familiar and ofb- 
quoted phrase during these days of protracted agony. 
This independent quotation, indeed, on the part of 
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each, gives a truthful beauty to the whole inspired 
story. 

The twin sisters — ^musing on the terrible past, gazing 
through their tears on the vacant seat at their home- 
hearth — ^had been every now and then breaking the 
silence of the deserted chamber by exclaiming, " If Se 
had been with us, this never would have happened ! This 
is the bitterest drop in our cup, that all might have been 
different ! These hot tears might never have dimmed 
our eyes ; our loved Lazarus might have been a living 
and loving brother still ! Oh, that the Lord had de- 
layed for a brief week that untoward journey to Peraea, 
or anticipated by four days His longed-for return ; or 
would that we had despatched our messenger earlier for 
Him ! It is now too late. Though He has at last 
come. His advent can be of little avail. The fell de- 
stroyer has been at our door before Him. He may 
soothe our grief, but the blow cannot be averted. Sis 
friend and our brother is locked in sleep too deep to be 
disturbed !" 

Is it not, we repeat, the same unkind surmise which 
is still ofben heard in the hour of bereavement and in 
the home of death ? — ^a guilty, unholy brooding over 
second causes. ' If such and such had been done, my 
child had still lived. If that mean, or that remedy, or 
that judicious caution had been employed, this terrible 
overthrow of my earthly hopes would never have oc- 
curred ; that loved one would have been still walking at 
my side ; that chaplet of sorrows would not now have 
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been girding my brows ; the Bethany sepulchre would 
have been nnopened — ' This my son, my daughter, my 
sister, my brother, had not died ! ' 

Hash! hush! these guilty insinuations — that de- 
throning of God from the providential sovereignty of 
His own world — that hasty and inconsiderate verdict 
on His Divine procedure* 

" If TliOM hadst been here ! " Can we, dare we doubt 
it ? Is the departure of the immortal soul to the spirit- 
world so trivial a matter that the life-giving God takes 
no cognisance of it ? No ! Afflicted one, in the deep 
night of thy sorrow, thou must rise above " untoward 
coincidences " — thou must cancel the words '^ accident " 
and " fate " from thy vocabulary of trial. God, thy 
God, was there ! If there he perplexing accompaniments, 
be assured they were of His permitting ; all was planned 
—wisely, kindly planned. Question not the unerring 
rectitude of His dealings. Though apparently absent. 
He was really present. The apparent veiling of His 
countenance is only what Cowper calls "the severer 
aspect of His love." It is not for us to dictate what the 
procedure of infinite love and wisdom should be. To 
our dim and distorted views of things, it might have 
been more for the glory of God and the Church's good 
if the poet's " beautiful bird of light," quoted in our last, 
had still " sat with its folded wings " ere it sped so soon 
to nestle in the eaves of heaven. But if its earthly song 
has been early hushed — if those full of promise have 
been allowed rather to fall asleep in Jesus, — be assured 
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it was from no want of power or abUity on God's part 
that they were not recalled from the gates of death. 

Mourner ! if the child whom you bewail be now in 
glory among the ingathered multitude, for ever be- 
yond reach of sinning and sorrowing, the turmoil and 
the battle, — can you upbraid your God for his early 
departure ? Would you weep him back, if you could, 
from his early heritage of bliss ? 

Fond nature, as it stands in trembling agony watch- 
ing the ebbing pulses of life, would willingly arrest 
the pale messenger — stay the chariot — ^have the wU- 
demess relighted with his smile, and the future radiant 
with the gleams which youthful intelligence and truth 
had promised. 

But when all is over, and you are able to contem- 
plate, with calm emotion, the untold joy into which 
the unfettered spirit has entered, do you not feel as if 
it were cruel selfishness alone that would denude that 
saiij^ted one of his glory, and bring him back to grapple 
with earth's cares and tribulations ? 

** We sadly watched the close of all, 

Life balanced in a breath ; 
We saw upon his features fall 

The awful shade of death. 
All dark and desolate we were, 

And murmuring nature cried — 
' Oh ! surely, Lord ! hadst T/iou been here 

Our brother had not died 1 ' 

But when its glance the memory cast 
On all that grace had done, 
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And thought of life's long warfare passed. 

And endless victory won ; 
Then faith, prevailing, wiped the tear, 

And looking upward, cried — 
* O Lord ! Thou surely hast heen here ; 

Our brother has not died ! * " 

Yes, " Thou hast been here ! " All has been or- 
dered, arranged, appointed. Believer ! how tenderly 
considerate is your dear Lord ! Well may you make 
it your prayer, " Let me fall into the hands of God, for 
great are His mercies ! " When a father inflicts on his 
wayward chUd the severest and harshest discipline, 
none but he can tell the bitter heart-pangs of yearning 
love that accompany every stroke of the rod. So it is 
with your Father in heaven ; with this difierence, that 
the earthly parent may act unwisely, arbitrarily, indis- 
creetly — he may misjudge the necessities of the case — 
he may do violence and wrong to the natural disposi- 
tion of his offspring. Not so with a wise Heavenly 
Parent. He will inflict no redundant or unneeded 
chastisement. Man may err, has erred, and is ever 
erring ; but " The Lord is righteous in all His ways ! " 



DIVINE SOVEREIGNTY. 

Oh, sad are they who can descry 
No higher God than destiny 
Ruling this world so fair ; 
Who in life's loom the shuttles see 
Weaving their web capriciously. 
Without Artificer ; 
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Their bark, unpiloted, astray, 
The sport of fitful winds and spray. 
Like self -abandoned castaway, 
Drifting they know not where ! 



«< 



The Lord reignetk." — Ps. xcvii i. 



Blest source of comfort ! Although deeper wells 
Invite the weary, yet we gladly pause 
By this primeval fount — this parent rill 
Of solaces. ** As for the water-brooks 
Panteth the wounded hart, so pants my soul 
For Thee, THE LIVING GoD ! " 

I love to think 
That high above the valley-gloom, on throne 
Of universal empire, seated is 
The Great Supreme ; the volume, many -paged. 
Of mystic Providence committed safe 
Into His hands. In all His vast domain 
Nothing too great to be beyond His sway, 
Nothing too small to be beneath His care. 
While it is He who wheels in realms of light 
Worlds upon worlds; gives to the wand'ring comet 
Its tortuous course, tracking immensity. 
In cycles measuring a thousand years ; 
Locks and unlocks the fountains of the deep ; 
Of the great sea intones the tidal song ; 
The volleyed lightning speeds with burning wings :- 
*Tis He who " feeds the ravens when they cry ; " 
Pencils the hue of every desert flower, 
Or spreads a pillow for its lowly head ; 
The summer verdure upon every blade 
Of grass bestows ; of every forest leaf 
The fall He watches ; and of every pulse 
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He marks the beat. The swarming myriads 

In boundless space each movement owe to Him, 

From tiny insect fluttering in the breeze. 

Up to the waving of the angel- wing 

Before the throne ! Ye votaries who raise 

Your altar to an " Unknown God ! " — the God 

Ye deify as Chance and Accident, 

And call His will 'inexorable fate,*' — 

There is no chance-work in the oracle 

Of righteous Heaven !— each high behest comes forth 

The ordination and supreme decree 

Of wisdom, love, and mercy infinite I 

The parent mourns his child's untimely end — 

Snatched from him in the twinkling of an eye ; 

Was it the lightning-flash that struck him down ? 

Traced was the lightning's winged path by God. 

Was it the waves engulfed him ? Every billow 

Rolled at His bidding : — Suffered not to go 

Beyond His mandate. Tliis the history 

Of every death : ** The sufiering He ordained— » 

Prepared the sable shroud and early grave !" 

Our times are in His hands ; and at the hour 

He thinks befitting, but no sooner. He 

Our breath recalls. — 'Tis His prerogative 

To do with us and ours as pleaseth Him. 

Left to ourselves, how oft might we incline 

To choose the evil and refuse the good ! 

But He selects for each their earthly lot, 

With an unerring faithfulness. 

Full well 
Does every broken-hearted mourner know 
How difficult it is, at times, to raise 
The languid, drooping wing, for upward flight 
To such high argument ! 
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It easy is, 
When the sun shines resplendent^ and the birds 
Wake up the groves with melody, to rear 
The eucharistic altar, — ^praising Him 
On the load cymbals^ and His sovereign mle 
Make theme of glad rejoicing. Not so, when 
These groves are dumb and voiceless ; when no bow 
Arches the clond ; when home and heart are swept. 
And nought remains except the smouldering patch 
Of ashes, to recall the spot where once 
The tent was pitched* 'Tis easy to repose 
Beneath the Almighty's wings when they are seen, 
Bright and refulgent, flashing in the light 
Of His own goodness and transcendent love. 
Not so, when deepening darkness only seems 
To falL A strength, not ours, then needed is. 
That faith may take her slumbering harp and sing — 
** How excellent Thy loving-kindness, Lord I 
Therefore beneath the shadow of Thy wings 
Thy children put their trust ! " 

Christian! rejoice 
That though mysterious may at times appear 
His sovereign dealings, finite wisdom has 
No place in His procedure. Soon will come 
The hour when He will vindicate to all 
His faithfulness unswerving, and receive 
The homage from ten thousand thousand tongues — 
•* Righteous art Thou, O Lord I" 

Then join the crowd ; 
Go let thy pitcher down to fetch a draught 
Up from this Fountain. And as IsraeFs tribes. 
The princes and the nobles, with their staves. 
Awoke the echoes of the wilderness 
At Beer of old ; when, at their leader's call, 
They gathered round the pool and raised the song — 
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*• Spring up, O well, and sing ye nnto it 1 "* 
So let God's pilgrim Israel of all time, 
Amid their desert sands and vales of tears, 
Attune their yoices for that glorious strain 
Of praise, in which the world is called to join- 
'* Jehovah rdgneth I let the earth he glad I " 



"* Numb, zxi 17, 18. 



UL 



ASLEEP IS JESUS, 
"thsm auso which klskp ts JK'nrs will god bbdtg with mH." 



I l^BB. IT. 14. 
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ASLEEP IN JESUS. 

^EREAVED parents ! here is another glimpse 
which Faith, while seated in the valley, 
takes of " the land that is very far off," but 
which at times, too, is brought so very near ! We may 
first state the special occasion of the words at the head 
of this meditation. 

As the great Apostle was now at Corinth, living 
with Aquila and Priscilla, his beloved son Timothy had 
brought him from Thessalonica encouraging tidings of 
the Church he had there founded. 

But in that good report there were mingled also 
tidings of deaths — among these, doubtless, young as well 
as old. The bereaved were, moreover, undergoing 
needless sorrow because the deceased had been removed 
before the coming of Christ. The Thessalonians, in 
common with other of the infant Churches, entertained 
unfounded expectations regarding the imminence of the 
Second Advent. They imagined it so nigh at hand 
that they would live to behold it ; and when they saw 
the loved members of their families or fellow-Christians 
taken away, they mourned specially at their being 
deprived of sharing in the joy of welcoming a returning 
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Lord. This Epistle, from which our motto-verse is 
taken, was written (among other reasons) to comfort 
and console the sorrow-stricken. It is interesting and 
remarkable that the first letter of St. Paul is thus a 
letter to the bereaved ! It is an " afflicted man's com- 
panion." The Spirit of the Lord, by inspiration, was 
upon him. The Lord anointed him " to heal the 
broken-hearted." 

And what says he to these drooping, saddened spirits ? 
He tells them not to despond, but to rejoice. " I 
would not have you to be ignorant, brethren, concern- 
ing them which are asleep, that ye sorrow not, even as 
others who have no hope ; for if we believe that Jesus 
died and rose again, even so them also which sleep in 
Jesus will God bring with Him." 

There is no more expressive symbol of higher and 
diviner verities than the sleep of the body and the sub- 
sequent waking in the morning. It is beautiful to see 
the surging waves of daily life rocking themselves to 
rest — to note, say, in some vast city, when night has 
drawn its curtains around, light after light put out in 
the windows, the street lamps paying solitary homage 
to the stars as they look down from their lofty mansions. 
What a hush pervades the recent ' stunning tide of 
human care and crime ! ' Why ? Because sleep is 
locking up ten thousand eyes of those who are dreaming 
away care and sorrow, fatigue and toil. But anon, as 
the gates of morning open, and when from the silent 
monitors of fleeting time the hour summoning to labour 
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strikes, in a moment the ring of countless hammers 
breaks the trance of night. All is again astir. Sleep 
has refreshed the workman's wearied body ; sleep has 
put new pith and sinew in that brawny arm. The 
whole world has arisen like a giant refreshed, and sleep 
has been the elixir that has soothed its wounds and 
healed its pains. 

We need not wonder, then, that this priceless 
boon to the weary, has been taken by God Himself 
to describe the quiet rest of His own people in the 
grave. David, the man after God's own heart, after 
he had served his day and generation, "fell on sleep" 
Stephen, when struck down by his murderers, "fell 
asleep," In the beautiful words on the frontispiece of 
this volume, — which we have there specially associated 
with the death of . the young, — "So giveth He His 
beloved sleep ! " 

But what meaneth Paul by this deep ? Is it the 
sleep of the soul ? Is it that the spirit, at the moment 
of dissolution, falls into a state of torpor or insen- 
sibility, in which it remains until startled at last by the 
trump of God ? No ! Let us recur to the analogy of 
earthly sleep. We know that when the body is in a 
state of profound repose, when the eye is closed in 
seeming unconsciousness on the pillow, it is only appa- 
rently so. The mind is in a constant state of activity; 
all its powers are vigorous as ever. Memory is there, 
bringing up old and treasured scenes. Imagination is 
there, combining these in strange, fantastic medley. 
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Gorgeous visions come and go : — magnificent combina- 
tionSy in comparison with which waking realities are 
dull, prosaic, and commonplace. So it is with the soul 
at death. While the body " deeps " in its grassy bed, 
the spirit is expatiating in regions of activity and life. 
It departs " to be with Christ, which is far better." 

" There is no death : — the stars go down 
To rise upon some fairer shore ; 
And bright in heaven's jcAvelled crown 
They shine for evermore. 

There is no death :— an angel-form 
Walks o'er the earth with silent tread, 

And bears our best-loved things away ; 
And then we call them dead." 

The words of the verse we are now pondering may bear 
the beautiful rendering we have before alluded to (see 
Wichliffe, CranmeTy and Rheims Version)^ " Them also 
which are laid asleep by Jesus ! " — a rendering which, 
among others, suggests two comforting thoughts, — two 
most gracious whispers from these voices of heavenly 
consolation. 

( I .) That the hour of our death is appointed by Jesits. 
We are laid asleep by Him, Just as the mother knows 
the best hour to lay her little one in its couch or 
cradle, — undresses it, composes it to rest, sings its 
lullaby, — and the cherub face, lately all smiles, is now 
locked in quiet repose ; so Christ comes to all His 
children, of whatever age, at His own selected season, and 
says, *Your hour of rest has arrived. I am to take off 
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the garments of mortality. Come ! I will robe you 
in the vestments of the tomb.' He smoothes the 
narrow bed, composes the pillow, and sings His own 
lullaby of love, 'Fear not, my child, for I am with you ; 
sleep on now and take your rest ! ' Be comforted 
with this blessed truth, that the hour of death cannot 
come a moment sooner than Jesus appoints. He 
knows the best time to bid you and yours the long 
" good-night." Interesting it is (and a Bible truth 
too) to think of troops of angels hovering over the 
death-pillow, and watching with guardian care the 
sleeping dust of the " Early Grave." But more com- 
forting still, surely, is it to think of the Lord of angels 
closing the eyes and hushing to slumber ; — Christ 
Himself leading to the tomb— the robing-room of im- 
mortality — " unclothing," that His people may be 
"clothed upon," and that "mortality may be swallowed 
up of life." 

(2.) A second suggested thought is, that the body be- 
longs to Christ. The soul, indeed, is more specially His. 
It wings its arrowy flight up to the spirit world 
Angels carry it into Abraham's bosom, and from that 
hour it is " for ever with the Lord." But what of the 
material framework ? What of the marble tenement ? 
Is it left to crumble in dishonour and corruption ? 
Now that the jewel is gone, is the casket to be dis- 
owned ? Now that the vestal fire is quenched, is the 
temple left to moulder in oblivion ? Nay, it is the 
body to which Paul in these words refers. It is the 
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body that is " laid asleep by Jesus/' Every particle 
of that dust of the sepulchre was purchased by His 
blood. The Apostle elsewhere speaks of " body as 
well as spirit which are His" (i Cor. vi. 20). Ye 
who have cherished young treasures in the tomb, come 
and seat yourselves under this shadow of comfort. 
Bejoice in the assurance that these earthly tabernacles 
are in His custody. The loving hand of Divine 
parental love was the last to close their eyes ; and, in 
the prospect of waking on an eternal morrow, you can 
go to their graves, and think of them as having 
migrated to the Better Land, away for ever from the 
harsh jarrings and discords and tumults of this. 

'* It is an uncut jewel, 

All earth-encrusted now ; 
But He will make it glorious. 

And set it on His hrow. 
Tis but a tiny glimmer, 

Lit from the light above ; 
But it shall blaze through endless days 

A star of perfect love." ^ 

(3.) Once more, connect this "blessed hope" with 
that which imparts to it alike its blessedness and its 
certainty — the Resurrection of Christ. That glorious 
Besurrection is the pledge and earnest of your own, and 
that of your beloved dead. 

The earnests of the outer material creation are 
welcome and joyful. We hail with grateful spirit the 

^ ''Ministry of Song." 
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first budding of early spring in grove and field, because 
in these we see the promise and pledge that soon 
nature will be arrayed in her full robes of resurrection 
beauty. With what feelings ought we to stand by the 
sepulchre of our Lord, and see the buried Conqueror 
rising triumphant over the last enemy ! Do we not 
behold in Him the harbinger of an immortal spring- 
time, or rather a glorious harvest, when the mounds of 
the earth and the caves of the ocean shall surrender 
what they have held for ages in sacred custody : 
" Multitudes, multitudes in the valley of decision j " 
when " this corruptible shall put on incorruption, and 
this mortal immortality." " Christ the first fruits, after- 
ward they that are Christ's at His coming ! " 

Mourners, think of this ! In one sad sense, indeed, 
you have buried your dead out of your sight. " The 
house of their earthly tabernacle " is a " darksome 
ruin." Dust is resolved into its kindred dust. The 
constituent elements of the dismantled framework are 
incorporated with new forms of matter. We do not 
wish to strew the dismal path with flowers. Death, 
from the earthly view of it, is not irradiated by one 
gleam of sunshine. The slow and gradual wasting and 
decay, the wearisome days, the long night-vigils, the 
mind participating not unfrequently with the wreck of 
the body, memory often a blank, the fondest look and 
the fondest name eliciting no response ! Then the close 
of all — the knocking at the mysterious gates of a 
mysterious future ; — the empty chamber, where " echo 
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slumbers ; " the noiseless footfall, the mute crowd of 
mourners, the grave, the return to the silent dwelling, 
and the vacant seat. Death, truly here is thy sting ; 
O Grave, truly hei^e is thy victory ! But the day is 
coming when all these memories of woe shall vanish, 
like the darkness before the morning sun :— when the 
spoil of plundering ages shall in a marvellous way be 
all restored; — when, as in the Prophet's Valley of 
Vision, bone shall come to bone, and sinew to sinew. 
The old loving smiles of earth will be seen again 
in the newly-glorified body: — the drooping withered 
flower reviving, beauteous and fragrant with the bloom 
of perennial summer. ** Why weepest thou ? " was the 
question of the Eisen Conqueror, as He gazed on a 
tearful eye at the Resurrection mom. The Christian's 
grave need be watered by no tears ; for Jesus, who 
« died for our sins, rose again for our justification." 
" Now is Christ risen from the dead, and become the 
first fruits of them that slept." ^ He hath converted 
the tomb into the vestibule of heaven. How different 
from the mournful legends to be seen and read at this 
hour on heathen Columbaria, as " to the final farewell " 
and " the eternal sleep ! " How different from the 
inscriptions disclosed in the latest Assyrian excavations 
in the mounds of Kalakh ; of which we are told — " In 
this temple were performed the mournings and lamen- 
tations for the yearly dying Tammuz, the * Son of 

* I Cor. XV. 20. 
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Life,' whom Istar went annually to recover from 
the House of Death, the Palace of * The Land of no 
return ! ' " 

The Christian traveller searches in vain, amid the 
ashes of Jerusalem's desolation, for any material tomb 
of his Divine Lord. But if the tomb be lost in the 
wreck of ages, the glorious, invisible inscription still 
remains — " Fear not : I am He that liveth and was 
dead ; and behold I am alive for evermore, and have 
the keys of the grave and of death ; " and " because T 
live, ye shall live also ! ' 



"THE POWER OF HIS RESURRECTION.*' 

Hallelujah ! — raise the song, 

" Jesus Christ is risen ;" 
Let the Church the note prolong, 

** Jesus Christ is risen I " 
Her living and triumphant Head 
Captivity has captive led, 
And every foe has vanquish^. 

Hallelujah I 

Hallelujah !— let the cry, 

" Jesus Christ is risen," 
Wake each harp-string of the sky, 

" Jesus Christ is risen 1 " 
The sealed stone is rolled away. 
Death and the grave have lost their prey, 
For Jesus Christ is risen to-day. 

Hallelujah ! 



** 7*^303 'riinsi: is tzsesl ; * 
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^t TTTfcWT Hz Ji^*8^ r/z^T/ J/I^V it'f^^ O. 



i< 



IV. 

DEEP DEALINGS AND SILENT TRUST. 



*'THB WELL IS DEEP." — ^JOHK iv. II. 
VET NO HAN SAID, WHAT BEEEEST THOU ? *' — JOHN Iv. 27. 
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HESE two utterances, spoken by the woman 
at the well of Samaria, have an appropriate 
figurative application to very many — may 
we say to all ? — of the children of sorrow and bereave- 
ment! 

" The Well is deep ! " God's providences are mys- 
terious. No sounding-line of ours can fathom. " Thy 
judgments are a great deep ! " 

Yet not so. If Faith could confidingly let down its 
rope and pitcher, there would be no harsh verdicts, no 
questioning the rectitude of the Divine dispensations. 
Standing as we do, at present, at the well's mouth and 
gazing upon its tremulous surface, we often cannot 
comprehend the mysteries of life and death. The 
secret is yet to be revealed. To use the language of 
Deborah's ancient song of triumph, and keeping up the 
figure of the first of our motto-verses, there is now 
only " the noise of archers " at the brink of the well. 
But the day is coming when we too shall be able to 
take up her joyous strain : " They that are delivered 
from the noise of archers in the places of drawing 
water, there shall they rehearse the righteous acts of 
the Lord ! " 
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There is a Jewish tradition regarding another of 
the sacred wells of Palestine (the well of the Wise 
Men between Jerusalem and Bethlehem), that when 
the Eastern Magi had at one time lost the gnidance of 
the mystic star, while stooping over this fountain they 
saw it once more reflected in its waters. Forthwith 
it guided them to the place where the young child 
was : — " When they saw the star, they rejoiced with 
exceeding great joy." True, at all events, is this 
legend regarding God's providential dispensations. At 
times we lose the guiding star ; it is swept from our 
firmament ; we travel on in darkness, in our shadowed 
way led in our sorrowful musing to exclaim, " Where 
is now my God ? " But when on our bended knees 
we stoop over the well — aye, often in our very darkest 
night of mystery and sadness — lo ! the heavenly light 
reappears ; we see the lost star of Providence mirrored 
in the Fountain of Salvation. The work and tlie love 
of Christ explain what is otherwise often inexplicable. 
God our Maker — God our Redeemer — giveth " songs 
in the night." 

Take a kindred illustration. We all remember the 
night on the Sea of Tiberias ; the thought of its un- 
remunerated toil mingling with sadder, deeper, more 
sacred ponderings on Sis absence. But as morning 
with its faint earliest ray dawned on the silvery beach, 
there stood a well-known Figure. There was heard a 
well-known Voice, welcoming the disciples as "children" 
to the meal already prepared — " It is the Lord ! " 
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So with the mourning believer and his night of 
tossing on the tempestuous waves. There is often a 
glorious and unexpected revelation of his Saviour-God 
even on the shores of Time. And if not here, that 
revelation will assuredly be made on the day-dawn of 
Heaven. Yet a little while, the darkness will be past ; 
and lo ! on the celestial shore a voice will be heard 
inviting tx) sit down at the banquet of love ; and better 
than that on earthly lake-side, — a banquet with " no 
separation." " It is the Lord '*—for ever ! 

Meanwhile, let us take the other recorded lesson at 
that same scene at the Well of Jacob, given in the 
second of our motto-verses — ^the silence of the disciples 
regarding what to them was mysterious and perplexing 
(ver. 27). Amid adverse providences, let it be the 
duty, the prerogative, the triumph of faith, to he silent 
What said David, under a complication of sad indi- 
vidual and family trial ? "I was dumb with silence ; 
I held my peace even from good." " I was dumb, I 
opened not my mouth, because Thou didst it." How 
often is this same duty of silence (in other words, of 
calm submission) under the dealings of God inculcated 
in Sacred Scripture ! " Rest in the Lord (or in margin, 
" be sUeTU to the Lord ") and wait patiently for Him." ^ 
"Truly my soul waiteth (or is silent) upon God" 
(Ps. Ixii. i). " Be silent, all flesh, before the Lord " 

* Ps. zxxvii. 7. 



176 DEEP DEALINGS AND SILENT TRUST. 

(Zech. ii. 13). Or yet again in the sublime and 
striking prophecy of Habakknk. The prophet, though 
appalled by the judgments impending on the nation, 
and which the Divine lips had themselves uttered, re- 
solves to be silent, and to say not, " What seekest 
Thou?" He resolves to wait for further disclosures 
of the Almighty's will : " I will stand upon my watch, 
and set me upon the tower, and will watch to see what 
He will say unto me, and what I shall answer when I 
am reproved" (Hab. ii. i). And what is God's first 
message to him ? It is simply to continue silent; — to 
wait. " The vision is yet for an appointed time, but 
at the end it shall speak, and not lie ; though it tarry, 
wait for it; because it will surely come, it will not 
tarry " (ver. 3). He compares and contrasts this silent, 
patient waiting with the restless invocations of the 
heathen to their dumb idols — calling upon them Twt 
to be silent, but to speak. " Woe unto him that 
saith to the wood, Awake; and to the dumb stone. 
Arise, it shall teach." But he adds, " The Lord is in 
His holy temple ; let all the earth keep silence before 
Him." And then this silence is only broken by the 
prophet's sublime prayer, in the first part of which he 
dwells on the mystery of God's dispensations, in order 
that he may wind up with his grand peroration of faith 
and trust, and holy joy ! 

Blessed it will be for us, amid all these ' frowning 
providences,' if, instead of presuming in a spirit of un- 
belief and distrust, to ask, "What seekest Thou?" 
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vre are ready to hear the voice of the Unknown and 
Invisible saying, " Hold thee still, and know that I am 
God ! " 

" Let us enter into the defenced cities, and let us 
be silent there; for the Lord our God hath put us to 
silence" (Jer. viii. 14). 



*' THE COMFORTER » IN MYSTERIOUS DEALINGS. 

" And I will pray the Father ^ and He shall give you another Comforter, that He 
may abide with you for «>«•."— John xlv. 16. 

"But when the Comforter is come, whom I will send unto you from the Father, even 
the Spirit qftru^ which proceedeth from the Father^ He shall testify of !/«."— John 
XV. 26. 

' ' In your patience possess ye your souls."— ^Jajke nzi. 19. 

Spirit Divine ! grant us Thy gracious leadings ; 

Come breathe submission in the aching heart ; 
And while before Thee rise our fervent pleadings, 

More and still more Thy calming grace impart. 

Come, like the dew which on Mount Hermon falleth ; 

Come, when bereavement dims the mourner's eye ; 
Come, when the **deep to deep" responsive calleth, 

And with Thy comforts gem our starless sky. 

Come, like the gentle dove, with olive-token ; 

Come, like the balmy wind, soft breathing peace ; 
Come to all those with sorrow crushed and broken ; 

Dry every tear ; bid every murmur cease. 

Come, when the grave the darksome summons bringing, 
Early for loved ones we are called to weep ; 

Reveal their angel- voices sweetly singing — 
** So giveth He to His Beloved sleep ! " 

M 



V. 



THE CLAIM OF THE DIVINE PARENT, AND THE 

GRANDER REVERSION. 

"the lord hath need of them."— Matt. xxL 3. 
"fbom olobt to olobt." — 2 Cob. iil 18. 
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THE CLAIM OP THE DIVINE PARENT, AND 
THE GRANDER REVERSION. 

jREATLT would an Israelite of old, in the 
Desert of the Wandering, have been startled 
and saddened, if, as he sat reclining under 
some sheltering palm, he had seen an axe suddenly 
placed at its root, and that which hour after hour had 
been gladdening him with its boughs, laid prostrate 
with the ground. 

Similar, often, is it in the case of the bereaved, 
when loved ones, under whose shadow they have re- 
posed, have suddenly succumbed to the stroke of the 
Great Destroyer. In a moment the joy and zest of 
life seems gone. To-day, it was the gentle rustling 
of the green leaf overhead. To-morrow, " the shadow 
from the heat " is exchanged for the pitiless rays of the 
scorching sun and a dreary outlook of drifting sands. 

"Why has all this befallen us?" are the words 
which, at such seasons and experiences, we have seen 
again and again in these pages, ring their dreary echo. 
Why that life of consecrated activity so suddenly para- 
lysed ? Why this Isaac laid on the altar of sacrifice ? 
Why this abnormal falling of the tender foliage ? 
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One reply we have placed at the head of this medi- 
tation. They are words once put by the Divine 
Saviour Himself into the lips of His disciples. We 
need not stop to note upon what occasion. But, like 
many of the gracious utterances which proceeded from 
His lips, we may accept and accommodate them as a 
quieting solace for mourners ; among these for bereaved 
Christian parents in all time of their tribulation — 
" The Lord hath need of themJ' There are spring 
flowers needed to waft their perfume, and swing their 
censers, in the gardens of immortality. There are 
" vessels of small " as well as of " great quantity ; " — 
" vessels of cups " as well as " vessels of flagons " needed 
in the sanctuary above. Yes ! if there are no battles 
there to fight — no armour to prove — no "harps on 
the willows " forbidding to sing the Lord's song, — 
there are noble embassies of active service, in which 
are embarked the unresting energies, young and old, 
of the glorified. Ye who are now saddened with such 
apparently premature losses ! who are now lamenting 
blanks at your table — the music of cherished voices 
hushed for all time : these missing ones formed a part 
of yourselves; sharers of your thoughts and toils, 
identified with all your plans in life: soothers and 
strengtheners in your anxious hours — ministering 
angels at your beds of pain. Their presence had 
become apparently indispensable; and now their ab- 
sence or withdrawal is like the expunging of the sun 
from his place in the firmament. Too truly you may 
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feel, day by day, in the depths of your lone, aching 
hearts, how ill you could spare — how much you had 
" need " of them. But take this as the explanation : — 
let all murmurs be stilled by the higher claim of the 
Great Giver. It is a beautiful thought in one of the 
finest of the sonnets of Dante, as he wails the absence 
of Beatrice, that " the angels had asked God for her." 
AVe do not require to imagine the intervention of 
angels : — " The Lord hath need of them." At such 
deathbeds we are too apt, like Jacob with the myste- 
rious Wrestler at Jabbok, in the agony of nature's fond 
struggle, to say, " We will not let thee go ! " But 
hark ! as the youthful wing is pluming for its immor- 
tal flight, let the gentle whisper come to us, rebuking 
all tears, " Let me go, for the Day breaketh : " — let 
me go, for " the Lord hath need of me" 

Glorify God by meek submission to His holy will. 

" Thou hast done well to kneel and say, 
* Since He who gave can take away, 
And bid me suffer, I obey : * " — 

rejoicing that the loss you mourn is not that of a 
talent hidden in the earth ; nay, rather, a golden coin 
stamped in the mint of Heaven is withdrawn from its 
uses in the Church below, for the higher and holier 
purposes of the Great Master in the Church above. It 
is the infant life of the present, passed, it may be, at an 
early bound, to its full development in the manhood of 
heaven. '* The Master is come, and calleth for thee " 
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(John xi. 28); and the word accompanying the call 
is this, " Friend, come up higher ! " K it was from 
strength to strength and from grace to grace on earth, 
it is now from glory to glory ! 

Yes ! " from glory to glory." We may speak for a 
few moments now, as indicated by the title to this 
meditation, of * the grander reversion* As the be- 
liever's path below is, or ought to be, a progressive 
one in knowledge, love, happiness, and joy ; so we may 
well believe, if he be early removed from the Church 
on earth, in a loftier and more ennobling sense will 
this be true in a future world. The sun of his bliss 
will ever be climbing higher and higher the firma- 
ment, but yet never attaining its fall meridian. That 
Future, indeed, would be wanting in one chief element 
of happiness were progress unknown. The redeemed 
in heaven, " vessels of glory," early needed and early 
" fitted for the Master's use," while they will be always 
filled, yet, if it seem not a paradox, they mil be always 
filling ; ever increasing in the Divine knowledge and 
likeness, advancing along the line of infinite blessed- 
ness flowing from God's presence. Each new pause 
on the steeps of the everlasting hills will only unfold 
new and more amazing discoveries of God's grace and 
love. Nor shall they ever reach that point where their 
knowledge of the Infinite will be complete — where they 
shall be able to fold the wing in its upward soaring. 
An old English writer beautifully compares the be- 
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liever's knowledge of God in a coming world, to the two 
well-known mathematical lines, which, though approach- 
ing nearer and nearer to one another, never meet. So 
the ransomed spirits, (and none mgre than those who by 
reason of early translation have been initiated into the 
knowledge of God and of spiritual realities), will be 
borne upwards, nearer and nearer the great Sun of all 
knowledge, yet never reaching the confines of that light 
which is spoken of as " inaccessible and full of glory." 
Every new height attained in the infinite progress of 
the soul will only inspire with greater longings to 
know more of His ineffable love. Had they con- 
tinued in their places in the Church on earth, they would 
have been, in comparison with what they are now, but 
children-dreamers; their path lying through misty 
shadows and murky clouds, their sun wading thrgugh a 
stormy sky, their best light often fitful and transient, — 
like the luminous wake of a vessel on a midnight sea, 
which gilds only for a moment the waves over which 
it bounds, and then leaves them as dark as ever. But 
now that they are across the threshold of glory, the 
" darkness is past and the true light shineth." Theirs 
is now an " unsmiting and unsetting sun." " The sun 
shall not smite thee" says one (Ps. cxxi 6). " Thy 
sun shall no more go down,* says another (Isa. Ix. 20). 
They have entered " the inheritance of the saints IN 
light" (Col. i. 12). 

How mil all earth's learning, — its boasted acquire- 
ments and eagle-eyed philosophy, had they been spared 
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to master them, sink into the lispings of very in&ncy in 
comparison with their present ^manhood of knowledge!' 
Heaven, the true ^^ Excelsior :" its song, "a wng of 
degrees ; " — Jesus leading His children to ever-nobler 
and maturer attainments ; — from height to height of 
glory, and saying, as He said to Nathanael, '' Thau 
shcdt see greater things than these ! " (John i. 50). 
The farther they advance, singing with more fervent lip 
and devout ardour : — 

" Nearer ^ my God, to Thee ! 
Nearer to Thee ! 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee I 
Nearer to Thee ! " 

Hush, bereaved mourner ! " The Lord hath need of 
them," Heaven hath need of them. They have some 
appointed niche in its Temple they are required early 
to fill. They have some allotted part in the Hallelu- 
jah-song they are required early to take up. Grudge 
them not the early harp, the early palm, the early 
consecration. You have "ministering children" be- 
fore the Throne. Eecognise the higher claims of the 
summoning Voice: "I need them!" — "They shall 
walk with Me in white, for they are worthy ! " The 
earthly education has been cut short, but it is only 
that they may graduate in a higher school. The life 
curtailed on earth will be ever and increasingly matur- 
ing, enlarging, developing. The old saying of the 
Church and believers here, will have its truest, grandest. 
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everlasting interpretation in the Chnrch of the glori- 
fied : " The path of the just is as the shining light, 
which shineth more and more unto the perfect day ! " 



HIGHER USES. 

** The Lord hath need of them ! *' Bereaved one ! own 

The peerless claim and Claimant ! Had thy gourd 

Been spared for future years to bless thy bower, 

Sooner or later must its sheltering leaves 

Have drooped and withered. The great Husbandman 

Selects the time to take His own ; and if 

For transplantation He may deem them fit. 

Before the chilling frosts of life have fallen, 

Would'st thou retain them longer in the blasts 

Of an ungenial clime ? 

Your sainted ones 
Are set as beacons on the heavenly shore, 
To which, in many a deep, dark night of woe. 
Oft you may turn your eye ; the hallowed radiance 
Cheering your shattered bark across the waves 
Betwixt you intervening and the haven 
Where you desire to be. Thrice sacred tie ! 
The spirit, which perchance, while yet on earth. 
Like the magnetic needle to its pole. 
Pointed aloft to Jesus, still directs 
To the same glorious Source of heavenly love, 
Of joy in soitow, victory in death I 
Oh ! is it no incentive when you think 
That in the lustrous cloud of witnesses 
Which line the battlements on high, are those 
Who lighted once with their perennial smile 
The home below,— still from their lofty seats 
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Sutvyln^ to iroo Ton viti their txaaoe of liiBss? 

Tiie Bride sajiE, " Come! " — at EW©etly mTngM Toioe 

Of saiirted parents, brotliezs, rafrtfTR, ^f^^**"^^ 

Bvsa21ng in holr mnac inn the skiei^ 

And telling, thon^ they ** camiot oome to v^** 

Tbeie it a meeting-plaoe in Ini^^iter 

Wldcb knows no pardpg ! 



THE CROWN AND COXSUMMATIOX, 



<' J»i / leUli, and I heard ike vriee mf ■wnijr anpdt modi «teaEf fi< tikmie; antf 
e^e liitng <rM$ and the eUers/ amd ike niuaber «(f tkem wot te» tkommmd tiaufl te» 
Oumeand^ ami Utamandt of Jk of u ands : ei^wing wUka tamd woiee, Watrtky it tkt 
Lamb that vas siaitu" — Bet. t. zz, la. 

Tis done ! the world's long night is o'er ; 
At last is reached the longed-for shore ; 

Life's transient tale is told ; 
The Crystal City hursts on sight, 
MTith gates of pearl and sapphire bright, 

And streets of purest gold I 
One theme each sainted bosom fires, 
The thunder of the myriad choirs 

The anthem-peals prolong; 
No wearied frame, no languid eye. 
Suspend the swelling minstrelsy 

Of the exultant throng. 

See ! more than conquerors they stand. 
Clothed in white robes, while every hand 

Bears the triumphal palm ; 
Down at His feet each crown is flung, 
And onward rolls from tongue to tongue, 

" Salvation to the Lamb !" 
" Blessing and glory, might and power, 
Ascribe to Him for evermore. 
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Ye countless hosts of heaven : 
IJ nto the Lamb who once was slain, 
Who through eternal years shall reign, 

Immortal praise be given ! 

And higher still their palms they wave, 
And deeper in the ocean lave 

Of heavenly bliss divine ! 
Yet ne'er the plummet can be found 
By which, O Lamb of God, to sound 

Such depth of love as Thine I 



VI. 



GRACIOUS MITIGATIONS. 

^*RE BTATETH HI8 BOUGH WIND IH THE DAT OF THE EAST WIND." 

ISA. XXTli & 



( i89 ) 



GRACIOUS MITIGATIONS. 

^^^^HIS is a comforting verse to those who, in a 
figurative sense, are exposed to the swoop of 
the desert simoom. Come, sorrowing one. 



and calmly meditate on the blessed promise, here given 
under expressive imagery, that God will never allow 
your trials or His chastisements to go too far. 

It is the " rough wind " and the " east wind "' that 
may now be visiting you. Seated in thought, or in 
reality, by your early grave, and musing on your 
blighted blossom, you can too truly say, " As a flower 
of the field, so he flourisheth. For t?ie wind passeth 
aver ity and it is gone" (Ps. ciii. 15, 16). 

The Almighty does not conceal that it is He who sends 
the tempest. It is specially spoken of and designated 
by the prophet as "His rough wind." In the blighting 
of Jonah's gourd, the picture we have so often had 
occasion to refer to, we are told, " The Lord prepared 
a vehement east wind." In the bold and sublime 
language of the Psalmist, He is similarly represented 
as " walking on the wings of the wind." So too in 
moral hurricanes. "Who knoweth not in all these 
things that the hand of the Lord hath wrought this ? " 
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meditation regarding your beloved dead, may you not 
transfer, by anticipation, their comfort to yourselves ? 
When that supreme hour which has come to them 
comes to you ; — when you, too, are laid on your death- 
couch ; — when the tent is about to be struck for pro- 
secuting the mysterious journey — death, the hour that 
thousands on thousands have shrunk from and dreaded, 
— ay ! the hour which none can contemplate without 
profound emotion ; yet when it does come — when the 
house of the earthly tabernacle rocks and trembles 
under the blasts of that inexorable ' east wind,' be 
assured you will find the Great Promiser true to His 
declaration. The * rough wind ' is stayed. You may 
feel the rush of the final hurricane, but you will rise 
above it with the glorious compensating supports and 
comforts then vouchsafed. In that solemn season the 
eyes of many of God's children, dimming to human 
smiles, have had revealed to them a Mightier Presence, 
which the gathering darkness only renders more visible. 
When those around can think, perhaps, only of the ter- 
ribleness of grappling with the tempest which in a few 
moments wiU reduce to a heap of ruins ; with their 
last breath they have risen above the storm, and in 
trembling accents given some such testimony as this: — 
* Hush your fears ! I am walking through the Dark 
Valley, but He is giving me dying grace for a djring 
hour : '- — " Jle stayeth His rcmgh wind in the day of the 
east wind ! " 
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THE STAYING OF THE ROUGH WIND. 

" I will iing 0/ merey and Judgment.**— Vb. ci. x. 

Say, do no solaces remain to cheer, 
Mourner, thine altered lot ? Hast thon alone 
A broken lyre to dirge its plaintive strains ? 

Rifts ever are amid the thunder- clouds. 

In the Gethsemane of deepest gloom 

God sends His strengthening angels. He lias stored 

Ichor undreamt of for thy smitten heart. 

While one belovM link has severed been, 

Say, do not hallowed friendships still sui-vive 

To gladden thee ? Has He not also spared 

In tenser woes, beyond the reach of tears ? 

There are unspoken sorrows, cutting wounds, 

Too deep for solace ! — lacerated hearts 

Bleeding in secret over woes they dare not 

Confide to earthly eara ; the Valley-gloom 

Without one ray of comfort — saddest pang I — 

The agony of watching by the couch 

At which you dare not say, " To die is gain ! ** 

The hopes of immortality proscribed. 

A thousand deaths (if ** the beloved's sleep ** 

Can be so called) is nothing to one such ! 

Nor, with reversions nobler in the skies, 

Are sacred memories to be consigned 

To blank oblivion. Crushed and fallen leaves 

Exude a lasting fragrance in decay. 

Though hid from view amid the burning ranks 

Of seraphim, with dear and sainted dead 

Ye still hold blessed converse. Many an hour, — 

In murmur of dense crowd, or in the hush 

N 
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Of nninyaded solitade, — there comes 
Back on the ear the well-remembered tones. 
Although the voice has ceased, sweet echoes still 
Tremblingly float among the earthly hills. 

Asleep in Jesus ! — earthly ties dissolved 

Only to draw thee nearer to the skies 

By everlasting cords of sacred love ; 

Leading affection to associate 

Sweetly in thought a glorified Redeemer 

With those now at His side. Thou hadst a loan, — 

No more ; and if the Great Proprietor 

Sees meet the boon He lent thee to recall, 

Becomes it thee to murmur ? " Even so ! 

My Father ! good it seemeth in Thy sight ! " 

Die whoe'er may, Chbist lives !— that thought is bliss I 

Amid the scorching flames didst thou not see 

" One in the furnace like the Son of God," 

Whose gracious presence caused thee pass unscathed 

The fiery ordeal ? Or, when called by Him 

To climb the Mount of trial, hast thou not 

Refreshing hours enjoyed ? Kv'n from the cloud 

That frowned in terror over thee, there burst 

Upon thy sight, in bright apocalypse. 

Resplendent visions of redeeming grace. 

The antepast of Heaven ! Withdrawn may be 

The angel-smiles of those beloved on earth. 

As was the voice of the twin delegates 

On Hermon's hill ; but like the ** Three,** thou hast 

Thy BEST Friend left. Dissolved though human ties, 

The Lord along with thee the Mount descends, 

VouchsafiDg fellowship that knows no change. 

And love that cannot die. Consoling words : 

** Lo I * I am with you, to the end of Time !' 



1 1 » 
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To fill the vacnum of the aching heart 

This portion still survives — Omnipotence ! 

Thon need*8t no other. Compensation great ! 

When the £temal One the cistern hreaks, 

That He may prove Himself the " All in All !" 

Bark though the present he, and low*ring storm 

O'er canopy thy head : yet turn and see 

How He delights to temper trial-hour 

With gracious mitigations ; and, in time 

" Of blighting east wind doth His. rough tcind stay I** 



EBENEZER. 

I will rememher all the way 
By which the Lord my God hath led me ; 
A fire by night — a cloud by day — 
With heavenly manna He has fed me. 

The Marah- streams of sorrow few 

Have with their bitter waters found mc ; 

While Elim's mercies, ever new, 

Have spread their palm-shade oft around me ! 

While yet I tread this Vale of Tears, 

While yet this tongue hatU strength to praise Thee ; 

Let me, throughout my waning years, 

New Ebenezers fondly raise Thee I 

And when I reach eternal day, — 

The manita ceased, on earth which fed me, — 

Still I'll remember all the way 

By which the Lord my God hath led me ! 



VII. 

NO MORE EARLY GRAVES, 
THE ETERNAL FOLDING. 

"for the lamb, which is in the midst of the thbone, shall feed 
them, and shall lead them unto living fountains of waters ; and 
god shall wipe aw at all tears from their etes/' — rev. vii. 1 7. 
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NO MORE EARLY GRAVES. 
THE ETERNAL FOLDING. 




HE thought of early death and early graves 
seems in these words forgotten. It is a pic- 
ture of reunited parents and children in the 
regions of the blessed : the sheep and the lambs to- 
gether, and that for evermore, reposing on the green 
pastures and by the still waters of heaven. 

The valley of tears and the valley of death have been 
both traversed; — Time's curfew-bell has been tolled, 
proclaiming that earth's fires have been put out and 
the &ock.s Jblded, The bleak herbage of the wilderness — 
the brookless channels — ^the falling snows — the angry 
tempests — ^the roar of the ravening wolves — are known 
no more. It is a glorious glimpse of unbroken sun- 
shine ; — gleaming meads, — pellucid waters, — living 
fountains ! 

Note more specially this pastoral aspect of the vision 
which is now in the eye of the Apostle of Patmos. We 
have all the accessories of such a scene. First, in the 
words of contrast, where the picture of a flock is 
brought before us — bleating amid arid wastes — 
panting defenceless under the fierce rays of a burning 
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sun — and turning oft their languid eyes towards water- 
less courses : — " They shall hunger no more, neither 
thirst any more, neither shall the sun light upon them, 
nor any heat." And then observe his positive descrip- 
tion of the bliss of the ransomed : — ^those of all ages 
and from all ages, — ^the sheep and the lambs — feeding 
on the heavenly meadows, and reclining by their 
perennial streams. They are "fed"^ on these abiding 
pastures ; — and " led " to " the living fountains of 
waters." 

We look for the completion of the picture. We 
see the rejoicing flock browsing on the everlasting hills. 
But we gaze in vain for the great central Figure. We 
expect to behold the Glorified Shepherd seated on some 
sunny eminence overlooking " the multitude which no 
man can number." Jesus is there ; we see Him. £tUj 
strange mixture of metaphor ; — it is not as a Shepherd, 
but as a Lamb He precedes His followers; — feeding them 
and leading them ! It is one of those singular, dream- 
like transitions common in prophetic symbol; — ^but 
which, when we come to examine them, are so signifi- 
cant and full of meaning. We have in a previous 
apocalyptic vision (chap, v.), a similar startling and 
remarkable figuration ; startling from the same power- 
ful (we had almost said violent) change of metaphor. 
The Apostle had been speaking of Christ as the " Lion 
of the tribe of Judah," breaking the seals of the pro- 
phetic roll, and unfolding the destinies of the Church 
and the world. In magnificent language, he further 
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describes all heaven, redeemed and unredeemed — " ten 
thonsand times ten thousand, and thousands of thou- 
sands" — gathered in to do homage to this August 
Being who had " prevailed to open the book, and to 
loose the seven seals thereof." When we gaze, amid 
the throng, for the object of this adoration — lo! we 
are arrested by the sight, not of a Lion, but of a 
Lamb ! It is the same in this pastoral vision. We 
lose sight, for the moment, of the Shepherd; — the 
Evangelist at all events describes Him under a different 
symbol. It is the name which he himself knew so 
well, — that by which the Great Shepherd was first 
pointed out to him ; — he loves it still — " Behold the 
Larrib of God ! " 

Ye who have " folded lambs " above, think of 
that Shepherd's name! We shall not pursue the 
thought ; but let it be suggestive to you of that all- 
comprehensive glorified human nature of Jesus in its 
relation to the ' early taken ' from the lower pastures 
and valley. It is the same unaltered and unchanging 
humanity which of old made little children smile fear- 
less in His arms, while He declared that the kingdom 
of heaven is peopled with such. The tender command 
He gave to an under-shepherd on earth, may we not 
well believe He will continue to give to Angel-Shep- 
herds above, as He recognises the place of glorified 
little ones in the eternal fold : " Feed My lambs I " 

(i.) The words suggest to us one among many 
thoughts — that all the joys of the ransomed flock, old 
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and young, will he associated with the love and com- 
panionship of their Shepherd. He feeds — He leads — 
He wipes away all tears from their eyes ; — and in a 
previous verse (i S), under a different figure, it is said, 
" He that sitteth on the throne shall dwell among them!* 
Heaven would be no heaven without Jesus. Take Him 
away ! — it would be to blot out the sun from the celestial 
firmament ; — every star, great and small, moons and 
satellites as well as planets, would hide their faces ; — 
the angel would disrobe him of his shining attire, and 
stand in sackcloth before the vacant throne! Take 
Him away ! let the Shepherd leave His ransomed 
sheep and lambs, — and you might give them heaven's 
choicest pastures, — you might sentinel the heavenly 
fold with archangels, — it would be no compensation 
for the loss. The long-forgotten cry would ascend 
amid the fairest landscapes of Paradise Regained : — 
" Tell me, Thou whom my soul loveth, where Thou 
feedest, where Thou makest Thy flock to rest at 
noon ! " But He, the Shepherd-King, whose invita- 
tion on the throne of judgment was, — " Come, ye 
blessed," — will be true to His word. As He was with 
you. His mourning people, " in all places whither you 
were scattered in the cloudy and dark day," — so, in the 
bright and cloudless day of glory, in all places He will 
still be with you. We may take the words of a 
beautiful parallel passage of Old Testament, and give 
them a heavenly meaning : — " Their pastures shall be 
in all high places ; they shall not hunger nor thirst, 
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neither shall the heat nor sun smite them ; for He 
that hath mercy on them shall lead them — even by 
the springs of water shall He guide them." " Leading" 
them, "feeding" them. What figurative language 
could express nearer, closer, more intimate fellowship 
and communion ? — the full vision and fruition of 
a Saviour-God ! The song lisped here, often with 
trembling lips and stammering tongue, will rise tri- 
umphant from an ever-present experience of its bUss 
— " Who shall separate us from the love of Christ ? " 
" In Thy presence there is fulness of joy ! " 

(2.) This description would seem to denote an 
infinite ptvgression in the Joys and felicities of the ran- 
somed flock. This we have enlarged upon in a recent 
meditation ; but it is a thought ever fresh and elevat- 
ing, and is here presented to us under a new figure. 
The Shepherd is seen leading them from pasture to 
pasture, from fountain to fountain, from eminence to 
eminence, — higher and yet higher up the hills of glory. 
As the loftier we ascend a mountain, the wider is the 
landscape that is spread before us ; — so the higher the 
heavenly pilgrim mounts in his ever-upward ascent, 
the wider will be the horizon and circumference of his 
joys. He will be attaining ever-new views of God ; — 
new unfoldings, and revelations of the Divine purposes ; 
— new motives for the ceaseless activities of his holy 
being. And if that song were early stilled on earth, 
there will be no arrest of its harmonies in that long 
" for ever ! " 
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Sucli is the beautiful delineation here given by the 
Seer of Fatmos. The Lamb is represented first as 
^^ /ceding" His flock, ^ey lie down at His side, in 
restful repose,' by the green pastures of His love. 
Next, He is represented as ^^ leading" them. The rest 
is for the time over. He leads them farther and yet 
farther through these sunlit meadows, along these glo- 
rified valleys, to new living fountains of water y — ever 
advancing, yet never reaching the plenitude of bliss ; — 
satisfied to the full, and yet always new satisfaction ; — 
pastures ever greener — waters ever clearer — ^the sun of 
their joy ever climbing the sky and never reaching the 
meridian. 

(3.) The figurative language of the Evangelist once 
more indicates, that there tvill be an unfolding of the 
SIiepherd*8 wisdom and faithfulness in His earthly dis- 
pensations. Not only is the Lamb to feed them with 
gracious views of the Divine dealings, and to lead them 
from fountain to fountain of wisdom, and goodness, and 
grace ;^but by a beautiful and most expressive symbol, 
God is represented as wiping away all tears from their 
eyes. As if, when they entered glory, some remaining 
t«ars were still there. As if the eye, suflFused like 
yours, at the couch or grave of your early dead, had 
not recovered firom the night of earthly weeping. But, 
ere long, no trace or vestige of sorrow will be found. 
As in a forest, after a drenching thunder-shower, every 
bough, and blade, and leaf is dripping with rain ; for 
a considerable time after the sun has shone out, and 
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the sky is blue, and the birds of the grove are singing, 
— ^the lingering drops gem the branches and sprinkle 
the sward. But gradually, yet surely, his genial rays 
are drinking up the moisture — nature's tear - drops. 
One by one they evaporate, and the refreshed forest 
rejoices, and basks in the radiance of the great lumi- 
nary. So with the Sun of Deity in heaven. One by 
one earth's remaining tears vanish before the radiance 
of that Sun of Wisdom and Love. Weeping can be no 
more; — the fountain of weeping, — the memory of weep- 
ing, are gone for ever! Do you wonder, bereaved 
parent, at your Shepherd's dealings? Are you apt, 
with misgiving heart, to ask — why that desolation of 
the earthly fold? why that angry hurricane — that 
hoarse night-wind — that pelting rain which maddened 
into foaming torrent the calm still water — sweeping 
loved ones down the resistless flood ? Yes ! and you 
may carry these tearful eyes with you as you enter 
heaven. But there is a gracious Hand waiting there 
to wipe each one of them away. These surviving drops 
will be crystal lenses, through which, as you enter glory, 
you will see in vivid manifestation the loving-kindness 
and faithfulness of your Heavenly Father. Are you 
wondering why these springs and rills of earthly happi- 
ness were withdrawn or dried in their channels ? It 
was to lead you to feel and to exclaim, * God, all 
my well-springs are in Thee ! ' Do you wonder now 
why this lamb and that lamb of the flock was so soon 
taken ? He emptied thy home, and thy heart, and thy 



204 NO MORE EARLY GRAVES. 

fold on earth, that He might lead thee and thine to 
the better fold above. Following the steps of the all- 
gracious Heavenly Shepherd, as these early lost ones will 
be revealed to your sight, one here, one there, reposing 
in the celestial pastures; — when you see to what a 
blessed land you had early sent your children, — how 
will the once tear-dimmed eye have its every tear wiped 
away ; — and at the contemplation of God's wisdom and 
loVe, in what appeared at the time the dark provi- 
dences of earth — the ever-deepening song will ascend, 
" So we Thy people and sheep (we may add larribs) of 
Thy pasture, mil give Thee thanks for ever ! " 

Your little children^ or your youths of promise are in 
Heaven ! Possibly, as here indicated, there may be a 
variety and diversity in its joys suited to their capa- 
cities. Observe, it is not to one fountain to which the 
Lamb is said to lead ; they are " living fourvtains of 
waters.^* Like the four-branched river in the first 
earthly Eden, there will be, from the one great river 
of Deity, streams — and among these, * little rills ' — 
" which make glad the city of God." In their own dis- 
tinctive ways, " the children of Zion will be joyful in 
their King." We delight to think of the Flock of 
Heaven — sheep and lambs — each member of it perfect 
in the full measure of its own bliss ; but each, under 
the Shepherd's eye, thus following the pasture, or climb- 
ing the mountain-steep, or browsing by the streamlet, it 
most loves. Yet, all the Fold, in these separate and dis- 
tinctive ways, combining to glorify their Saviour God. 
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Meanwhile, let those who are yet out in the lower 
valley, overtaken by the cloud and the storm, rejoice 
in these hopes full of immortality. He has promised 
to give you " grace and glory," Grace: — He will sup- 
port and sustain you now in the midst of your trial. 
He will not leave you unsheltered to the sweep of the 
storm. " The Lamb in the midst of the throne " loves 
to stoop to weakness. 'JChe royal Shepherd of Beth- 
lehem, who laid in the dust the giant of Philistia, could 
also weep tears of love and tenderness over a tiny, 
pining flower in his own palace. So is it with the 
true David. He combines the might and majesty of 
Godhead with the tenderness of humanity. He who 
on earth loved children, knows the tenderness of your 
present sorrow. He may be leading you along the 
wilderness by a way that you know not, and by paths 
that you have not known. But trust Him: — "He 
will feed and lead like a shepherd;" succouring the 
faint, carrying the weary, sustaining the burdened. 
This description of the people he led of old out of 
Egypt is still true of you, and of every member of His 
flock ; — " He found him also in a desert land, and in 
the waste howling wilderness ; — He led him about, He 
instructed him. He kept him as the apple of His eye. 
As an eagle stirreth up her nest, fluttering over hei 
young, spreadeth abroad her wings, taketh them, 
beareth them on her yrings : so the Lord alone did 
lead him." Make sure now of your personal and 
saving interest in His shepherd-love. Follow with 
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nnwavering eye His footsteps; — ^repose on Him your 
burdens ; confide to Him your misgivings and heart 
sorrows. Let life be a happy, peacefnl reclining by 
His own green pastures and still waters. And then 
when the Valley of the Shadow of Death is reached, it 
will be like the Valley of Achor, spoken of in Hosea : 
" A door of hope." Achor was one of the entrance- 
ravines from the wilderness to the Promised Land. 
Death is the valley leading to that Promised Land, 
the true Heavenly Canaan. Let the anticipated valley- 
gloom be dispelled by a present and habitual leaning 
on the rod and staff of immutable promises : '^ And 
when the Chief Shepherd shall appear, ye shall receive 
a crown of glory, that fadeth not away ! " 



THE SONG OF THE VALLEY. 
(Paraphrase of Psalm xxiii.) 

<* The Lm-d is my Shepherd."— Ta. xxiii x. 

The Lord is my Shepherd, nought else shall I need ! 

Once far from His fold in my loneliness pining, 
To His own verdant pastures He brought me to feed, 

And by the still waters I now am reclining. 

Though darkness at times should be shrouding my sky, 
And I gaze on a wilderness blighted and dreary ; 

The meadows seem withered, the rivulets dry, 
1 wander through thorny brakes, footsore and weary : 

'Tis only in order my soul to restore, 

And for His name's sake in a right path to guide me : 
My Shepherd would teach me to seek for no more 

Save the pastures His wisdom sees meet to provide me. 
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Yea, though I should journey through Death's shadowed vale, 

No evil I fear, for His aims will enfold me : 
With His presence vouchsafed, not a foe can assail, 

His rod and His staff through the gloom will uphold me. 

The Keeper of Israel a table has spread. 
Prepared in the presence 4>f those that surround me ; 

With oil, rare and precious, anointing my head, 
The wastes of the desert made fragrant around me. 

Surely Goodness and Mercy with blessings anew 

Will follow me on to the brink of the river : 
The rush of its waters conducting me through. 

To dwell in the house of Jehovah for ever I 



Life's little day is past : 
An early sunset hour : 
No more can tempests lower ; 

No more can skies o'ercast. 

The vale of sorrow trod, 
The Shepherd ever nigh. 
The flock shall pasture high 

Upon the hills of God ! 

Thenceforth the Lord shall be 
Thine everlasting light : 
Before His presence bright, 

The mists of earth shall flee. 

No more shall wane thy moon, 
No more thy sun shall pale ; 
No evening shades prevail ; 

One never- endincr noon I 



VIII. 

GOD'S WAY AND LEADINGS PERFECT. 

" AS FOR GOD, HIS WAY IS PERFECT." — PS. XViii. 30. 
"AND HE LED THEM FORTH BY THE RIGHT WAY, THAT THEY 
MIGHT GO TO A CITY OF HABITATION." — PS. CVU. 7. 
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GOD'S WAY AND LEADINGS PERFECT. 

HERE are times in the experience of not a 
few, — and this is one especially on which 
you have entered, — ^when, amid adverse and 
baffling providences, " the foundations of the world 
seem out of course," and all things appear to be rush- 
ing into wreck and darkness. The Divine, everlasting 
vigil seems to have ceased, and echo only answers to 
the wild cry of despair — " Where is now my God ? " 
" Where is my God ? " creating affections only to 
wither them ; severing me, in the twinkling of an eye, 
from those He had sent to be helpers of my faith, in- 
terpreters of His own goodness, and wisdom, and mercy; 
— ^youthful priests in the domestic temple, whose re- 
moval leaves a silent, desolated altar, with incense 
unkindled and lamps put out, cherished memories 
alone surviving to read and reveal the blank ! I was 
taught to imagine that His deaUngs to His own were 
those of a Father, not retributive or judicial, but 
paternal ; that I could see no hand, and hear no 
lullaby but love. Why has the promised parental 
solicitude been superseded by the harsh voice and the 

rebuking rod ? Why has the All-gracious belied His 
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own saying, " As one whom his mother cpmforteth ? " 
" Thou, Lord, art our Father, our Redeemer ; Thy 
name is from everlasting. . . . Where is Thy zeal, 
and Thy strength, the sounding of Thy bowels and of 
Thy mercies toward me ? Are they restrained ? " (Isa. 
Ixiii. 15, 16). 

Seek to repress these, and such like unworthy sur- 
mises. " As for God, His way is perfect." This was 
a lesson impressively taught to pilgrim Israel, as sug- 
gested by one of the two verses which head this medi- 
tation. They, like many of Jehovah's people still, were 
tempted at first to misinterpret the Divine dealings. 
At the very outset from Egypt, the cloudy pillar ap- 
peared to mislead them. Instead of taking them the 
near and direct route to Canaan, it conducted them 
round " by the way of the wilderness." They had the 
Red Sea in front and their pursuers behind. The 
shout goes up from the Egyptian host — "They are 
entangled ; the wilderness hath shut them in !" Even 
Moses yields to the panic and despondency of the hour. 
" Why liest thou on thy face ? " were the words ad- 
dressed to him as he crouched a sceptic at God's feet ; 
" speak to the children of Israel that they go forward." 
Forward they did go, under the guidance of the sym- 
bol of the Divine Presence ; and what was the song 
with which they made the opposite shores resound ? 
It was the adoration of tTie all-perfect ways of God ; — 
vindicating the rectitude of His procedure ; " Thou in 
Thy mercy hast led forth the people which Thou hast 
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redeemed." " Lord God of hosts, who is a strong 
God like unto Thee ? Thou rulest the raging of the 
sea: when the waves thereof arise, Thou stillost 
them ! " 

This loving and gracious Guide still " loadeth Joseph 
like a flock ; " even although often, in a spiritual sense, 
He makes ' the depths of the sea ' a way for His ran- 
somed to pass over. You, too, may now be having 
your circuitous routes through the desert, your Red 
Seas of trouble, your Marahs of bitterness. His way 
may truly seem to be " in the sea, and His path in the 
deep waters, and His judgments unsearchable." But 
it is for you to listen in submissive faith to His sove- 
reign mandate, and to follow, however mysterious, the 
guidance of the Pillar-cloud. It is not for us to judge 
of the reasons for apparent harsh procedure, hidden 
from our gaze, and known only to the Infinitely 
Gracious One. 

" God is His own interpreter, 
And He will make it plain." 

"Why," says one of the saintliest men of the past 
generation, " Why are we not amply satisfied and 
acquiescing in the wise management of the Great 
Counsellor, who puts clouds and darkness round about 
Him, bidding us follow at His beck through the cloud, 
promising an eternal and uninterrupted sunshine on 
the other side ? " 

There is a beautiful saying in the 94th Psalm, 
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" The Lord will not cast ofif His people, neither will 
He forsake His inheritance; but judgment shall 
shall return VLnto righteoTimess'' {14, 15). Judgment 
often at times seems divorced — deflected from right- 
eousness ; — ^never more than in sparing the ripe and 
taking the green. We can discern no righteousness, 
no mercy, no * good ' in such dispensations. But, — 

" Hereafter thou shalt know where God doth lead thee. 
His darkest dealings trace ; 
And by those fountains where His love will feed thee, 
Behold Him face to face. 

Then bow thine head, and He shall give thee meekness, 

Bravely to do His will : 
So shall arise His glory in thy weakness, 

O struggling soul, be still. 

Watch on the tower, and listen by the gateway. 

Nor weep to wait alone ; 
Take thou thy spices, and some angel straightway 

Shall roll away the stone." 

* Commit thy way unto the Lord, trust also in Him, 
and He shall bring it to pass." "Although thou 
sayest thou canst not see Him, yet judgment is before 
Him, therefore trust thou in Him." " Thou, 60D, 
didst lead Thy people of old by the right hand of 
Moses, with Thy glorious arm dividing the water be- 
fore them to make Thyself an everlasting name " (Isa. 
Ixiii. 12). 

" Awake, awake," on our behalf still, " Arm of 
the Lord ! " Finite wisdom has no place in Thy deal- 
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ings. Let us seek no other way, let us surrender our- 
selves to no other guidance; remembering that ^^all 
the paths of the Lord are mercy and truth unto such 
as keep His covenant and His testimonies." We may 
now be, like the panic-stricken Hebrews, confronting 
the barrier waves ; the foe behind, the desolate wilder- 
ness around. But fear not ! that sea will, in some 
gracious way, recede to make a dry-shod pathway; 
that wilderness on the other side, with dreary sand 
and beetling cliff, will be wilderness still ; but it will 
provide spiritual resting-places with overshadowing 
palms and refreshing springs. 

*' Times are changing, days are flying, 

Years are quickly past and gone ; 
While the wildly mingled murmur 

Of life's busy hum goes on. 
Sounds of tumult, sounds of triumph, 

Marriage- chimes and passing bell ; 
Yet, through all, one keynote sounding. 

Angels' watchword—* It is well I ' 

We may hear it through the rushing 

Of the midnight tempest's wave ; 
We may hear it through the weeping 

Round some loved one's early grave ; 
In the dreary house of mourning. 

In the darkened room of pain. 
If we listen meekly, rightly, 

We may catch that soothing strain." 

To the eye of sense, however baffling be the ways 
of the Supreme, however seemingly unlike His right- 
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eous wisdom, it is not for us to judge, and sur- 
mise, and conjecture, — but to believe ; not to ques- 
tion, but, like Job, to kneel and to adore ; not ven- 
turing presumptuously to arraign the faithfulness of 
dispensations the .most inscrutable ; but rather, in 
reverent submission to say, amid crossed wills and 
adverse providences, even when we see innocent infant 
smiles or youthful aspirations arrested, and many a 
joyous parental hope buried with them underneath the 
sod, — "I will hear what God the Lord will speak." 
" I know that Thy judgments are right, and that in 
faithfulness Thou hast afflicted me ; " looking forward 
to the hour when, reaching " the city of habitation," 
the wisdom and love of the * perfect way ' will be fully 
revealed : when, in the true resting-places above, we 
shall join in the triumphant ascription, " The Lord is 
righteous in all His ways, and holy in all His works." 
" Soon," says one now experiencing the reality of her 
own words, " Soon our tale shall be finished ; the 
history of our lives will be put by in the library of 
God as a volume of His faithfulness." Yes ! and heaven 
will resound with the song, which on earth is oft 
warbled with trembling lips. 

The present life, in its conflicting relations, its dis- 
cords and confusions, is the tuning of the musical 
instruments before the great Hallelujah chorus — ^the 
magnificent harmonies of eternity. Then that chorus, 
like the anthem of the myriads in the seer's vision, will 
become a louder and yet louder ascription, deepening 



GOD'S WAY AND LEADINGS PERFECT. 21$ 

till its effluent waves of sound become " like the noise 
of mighty thunderings : "— its everlasting refrain of 
praise — the sovereignty of God : — " Alleluia ! for the 
Lord God Omnipotent reigneth ! " 



ALL APPOINTED, AND ALL FOR THE BEST. 

"I/need 6e."— i Peter I. 6. 

" Alleluia ! for tlie Lord our God 

Omnipotent doth reign" Each dark surmiBe 

The thouglit represses, every muimur checks. 

We are but lisping children here ; unskilled — 

Untutored in the mysteries of heaven. 

There is no key to those dark letterings : 

We cannot read them through our blinding tears. 

Hei-e we have only partial links. But He 

Has the whole chain unbroken in His hands. 

At times with harshness He may seem to speak ; 

But there are ever undertones of love. 

Behind the frowning cloud the sun is hid. 

After the tempest and the fire comes forth 

The still small voice, — ** Your Heavenly Father knows 

That ye have need of all these things." 

Bereaved I 
In your dark moments look to Calvary ! 
Almightiness Itself (to speak with awe) 
Could, of supreme affection, give no pledge 
Higher than this. And dare we entertain 
The thought that He whose nature and whose name 
Is Love, could send us one superfluous pang. 
Impose redundant burdens, or permit 
The thorn to pierce He knew would pierce in vain T 
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That Cross becomes the blessed gnarantee 
That not one drop is mingled in the cup 
Which oonld have been withheld. 

Perchance he saw 
That too nmbiageooa had become the boughs 
Of the life forest • They obscured the light. 
And bade defiance to the genial rays. 
Moni*s roseate hne, and even's golden glow. 
Had entrance sought in vain. A kindly blast 
Has thinned the screening curtain : leaf by leaf 
Has fallen on the sod : His end is gained. 
Now the nnchequered radiance welcomed is 
Where it was Ion<; denied. The leaves are gone ; 
Bat heaven's bright sunshine is the recompense ! 
This know, — to loved ones early taken hence, 
God's dealings are unfolded : that which clothed 
An earthly home in sadness, will to them 
Revealed have inner meanings, which afford 
New matter and new theme for endless praise ; 
While we, short-sighted mortals, " through a glass 
Darkly beholding " often thus exclaim : 
'' Great God ! Thy judgments are a mighty deep ! " 
Oh ! as the glorified behold His ways 
Seen in the mirror of eternity. 
They will be led to sweep the golden harp 
With bolder hand, and louder swell the song ! 

Ye, too, who now their early loss bewail. 
Will own the * needs be,' long unrecognised. 
Safe in that haven which no wave disturbs, 
The retrospect of life's disquietudes 
Will then disclose how love propelled the wings 
Of many a sweeping tempest ; that each tear. 
Dimming the eye to a dark land of shadows, 
Was bright with sunshine from a tearless world. 
Then shall the lacerating thorn be weaved 
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Amid the dearest laurels of the crowii. 
The brightest gem which sparkles there shall own 
Affliction's polish ; and all sorrows past, 
Weighed in the scales of Immortality, 
Shall seem but for a moment : — ''working out 
A gloiy far beyond what eye hath seen, 
Or ear hath heard, or heart of man conceived." 
" As for Jehovah, perfect are His ways I '* 
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JOYFUL REUNIONS. 

*'Aim so SHALL WE EVER BE WITH THE LOBD." — I THESS. IV. Ij. 
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JOYFUL REUNIONS. 

" Hast thou embraced them there, 
Thy kindred, tenants of yon world of bliss? 

Oh, say — do angels share 
The sympathies so sweetly sown in this ? 
The nurtured 'neath one roof— one native sky — 
Meet they with changeless love where every tear is dry ?** 

UR fondest wishes respond in the affirmative. 
The noblest affections of our natures endorse 
the poet's utterances. The Bible, in manifold 
direct as well as indirect passages, fosters the in- 
spiriting hope that the hallowed intimacies of earth, 
fathers, mothers, children, will be renewed and perpetu- 
ated in glory. The thought of the loved and lost — now 
the loved and glorified — being " the loved and known 
again ! " — does not this tinge our every anticipation of 
heaven with a golden hue, and form a new and holy 
link, binding us to the throne of God ! 

Our blessed Lord Himself, alike by His discourses 
and His example, has strengthened our belief in future 
reunion and recognition. He speaks of "Abraham, 
Isaac, and Jacob," as distinct persons in the kingdom 
above (Matt. viii. ii). He speaks of " the beggar " — 
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laid on earth at "the rich man's gate" — now in 
" Abraham's bosom " (Luke xvi. 23). When we have 
previously found Him comforting the hearts of the be- 
reaved sisters of Bethany, His consolatory announce- 
ment was, not " Lazarus shall rise," but " Your brother 
shall rise again" (John xi. 23). The old hallowed 
earthly link of aflfection was to be restored at the 
Great day; — the brother of the earthly was to be 
known and welcomed as brother in the heavenly 
home ! On Mount Hermon, Moses and Elias came down, 
in form and feature the same as they were when they 
dwelt in their earthly tabernacles (Matt. xvii. 3). Could 
we venture the strange conjecture that their recognised 
identity was a mere accommodation for the ecstatic 
scene; — that, though known for that little while to 
themselves and the disciples, when the vision passed 
away they again melted into shades — their individuality 
ceasing as they returned to the spirit-world? We 
cannot think so. We speak of "the communion of 
saints" in the Church below; and how blessed it is 
when in sacred bonds of gospel-fellowship spirit is 
linked to spirit. Some of the holiest moments of earth 
are those in which the children of God " take sweet 
counsel together," and unburden into one another's 
ears the experience of their Lord's faithfulness and 
love. Shall all this terminate at the hour of death ? 
Are pilgrim-spirits, who have wept and prayed and 
rejoiced together, — mutual helpers till they reached 
the very gates of glory, — are they — ^just when the 
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object of their united hopes and prayers is attained — 
when the crown is in sight — to exchange a cheerless 
farewell ? Are fathers and mothers, brothers and 
sisters and children, to be permitted to walk to " the 
house of God in company " on earth, but forbidden to 
do this in heaven? We cannot think so ! Shall Martha, 
and Mary, and Lazarus have no happiness there in re- 
counting Bethany-scenes of love and friendship ? Shall 
the Marys have no wondrous joy in re-traversing in 
thought their way to the tomb ? Shall the disciples 
(no longer disconsolate) be forbidden to retrace to- 
gether in glory their steps on the Emmaus road, and 
at the mutual recital, cause their hearts again to bum 
within them ? (Luke xxiv. 3 2). We cannot think so ! 
We cannot suppose that all the rills of earth's purest 
social and spiritual enjoyment would thus in a moment 
be so strangely cut off. All one's idea of the celestial 
world is, that it is an expansion and amplification of 
whatever on earth is " pure, and lovely, and of good 
report." "If it be a happiness," says Baxter, "to live 
with the saints in their imperfection, where they have 
sin to embitter, what will it be to live with them in 
their perfection, when saints are only and wholly 
saints ? " On earth, the accidental meetings of youth 
not unfrequently ripen, as years roll on, into hallowed 
intimacies. If we view the present as the childhood of 
immorality, — the infancy of endless life, — may we not 
picture its incipient attachments reaching their prime 
in that glorious manhood of being ! The reverse of all 
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we have now said would involve a total extinction of 
the most exalted feelings of our nature. Earthly 
friendship is one of the flowers of heaven, — an exotic 
growing in the crevices of man's rocky heart ; — it will 
be nurtured (surely not extirpated) in its native clime. 
Jesus Himself experienced and cherished its hallowed 
influence; — He Himself reposed under this solitary 
column in the ruined temple of humanity. He has 
left Bethany behind Him a^ the memorial of the most 
sabred fellowship earth ever witnessed ; and wHle all 
the disciples were dearly loved by Him, there were 
congenialities and idiosyncrasies in the spirit of the 
" Disciple of love " which drew the Master to him 
specially as " His ownr 

What Jen^m hallowed by His own example, shall we 
count it wnhallowed to cherish when we meet Him and 
His in glory ? 

Paul invites us. to entertain the same consoling as- 
surance. He himself looked forward to his joy and 
crown. What was it ? " Ye in the present of the 
Lord Jesus!" (i Thess. ii. 19). «Ye." He had 
individual Churches and members of these Churches 
in his eye. He looked forward (can we doubt it ?) 
to recall many a hallowed scene in his and their 
chequered earthly path. How fondly he clung to the 
intimacies of his apostleship, — his own " sons in the 
faith ! " How " his spirit had no rest because he 
found not Titus his brother ! " (2 Cor. ii. 13). How 
Luke lightened his toilsome journey ! How Epaphro- 
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ditus and Timothy cheered his imprisonment ! How 
the brethren from Appii Forum kindled the waning 
lustre of his dimmed eye ! (Acts xxviii. 15). Shall 
that sympathetic spirit sympathise no more in a better 
and brighter existence with those with whom he toiled 
in the great work of the apostolate here ? Shall all 
those for whom he laboured and travailed until Christ 
was formed in them be unknown to him beyond the 
grave? Is this mighty star to dwell apart in the 
spiritual firmament and never recognise again the 
many who, by its earthly shining, were " turned to 
righteousness ? " Nay, rather, may we not think of 
him as a spiritual father gathering his many chUdren, 
—children in years and children in faith— around him 
in glory, rejoicing in the permanency of friendships, 
which on earth were oft unstable ? No Demas now 
to forsake him ; no " present evil world " to lure from 
his constancy. We may think of him as the sun of a 
little " system " of saints, — ^redeemed planets clustering 
around him, — ^bound to one another by that still closer 
and holier tie which binds them all to Jesus. And, 
just as astronomers tell us that our own is a mere 
integral part of a mightier astral system, of which 
Alcyone in the Pleiades is the wondrous centre ; — so, 
while they who " turn many to righteousness " shall 
*' shine as the fixed stars " (central suns) " for ever 
and ever;" — ^these are but subordinates — owning the 
presence and power of a mightier Lord, — the great 
Alcyone (if we can with reverence use the simile) of 
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the heavenly system, who binds all together by the 
gravitation of His own supreme Love ! 

Yes ! we fondly cling to the hope (the belief) that 
in heaven there will be joyful reunions and recogni- 
tions, in which the t«ar of bereavement, whether for 
the young or for the aged, shall never more dim the 
eye, and the tramp of the funeral crowd shall never 
more be heard. To imagine the reverse would, I re- 
peat, be doing violence to all the analogies of earth 
and to the deepest emotions of our moral and social 
natures. We may exult in the anticipation of pouring 
into other hearts the story of redeeming love, and 
singing " the new song " in concert with voices that 
have been attuned with our own to it here ! If even 
the Patriarchs, the pilgrim-fathers of earlier times, 
entertained at death the thought of being " gathered to 
their people ; " — if even David — an Old Testament saint 
— had his heart-grief soothed as he bent, a stricken 
parent, over the couch of his dead child, dwelling on 
the thought of sharing with him, in the Great Beyond, 
a nobler crown than that of earth — shall we, as 
Christians, be denuded of this consolatory hope ? No, 
no! The grave will not be permitted to efface the 
memorials of the past and destroy our personal iden- 
tity. The resurrection-body will wear its old smiles 
of love and tenderness. To quote precious words 
already dwelt upon, " 2%em also thai sleep in Jesuits 
will God bring with Him'' It is the mother hushing 
her infant in its night-cradle to rise the same as it lay 
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down, in the moming-Kght of immortality. Friend 
will embrace friend, parent will embrace child, and 

■ 

child embrace parent ! 

" Oh, when a mother meets on high 
The child she lost in infancy, 
Has she not then, for pains and fears, 
The day of woe — ^the watchful night — 
For all her sorrows and her tears — 
An overpayment of delight ? " 

" So shall WE ever be with the Lord I " It will be no 
dreamy solitude — no hermit life. Ever and anon we 
may imagine groups of the redeemed, known to one 
another on earth, hushing the music of the universal 
song, and retiring to hold peaceful fellowship beside 
the still fountains of water, there refreshing their 
spirits with the memories of time, and, after the sacred 
recitals, returning again to resume, with deeper cadence, 
the lofly anthem. 

Nor need we so limit these ennobled friendships as 
to restrict them to that of contemporary and personal 
acquaintance. May we not rather picture them as 
embracing the vast multitude of the pious dead, whose 
names (though they lived in other lands and centuries) 
are among us as " household words," — those whose 
example has animated our faith, quickened our love, 
and who, though dead, have been long heard to speak ! 
Think of the untold joy of being ushered into the pre- 
sence and fellowship of such as Abraham, and Moses, 

and David, and Paul, and John ! Think of the lesser 

p 
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cloud of witnesses in days nearer our own, or in our 
own. Sainted men, — ^the modem Stepfiens who have 
suffered, the Enochs who have walked with God, burn- 
ing and shining lights, whose words and deeds have 
embalmed them in our dearest memories ! Think of 
the young Josiahs who may have been summoned in 
early age from positions of dignity and usefulness they 
were here adorning and consecrating ; child Timothys 
who are seen playing one day at the feet of mother and 
grandmother — the Lois and Eunice of modem times, 
but unlike their Apostle prototype, who have been 
called early away from a hallowed home on earth to 
the ministries above. How the heart bounds at the 
thought of this wondrous expansion of friendship in its 
noblest form, associated in the sublime services of the 
upper sanctuary with the great and good -of every 
successive age in the Church's history — " the glorious 
company of the apostles, the goodly fellowship of the 
prophets, the noble army of martyrs ; " — ^the children, 
like those of old in the earthly Jerusalem, waving their 
palms and singing their hosannas in the better Temple! 
We have but traced while on earth their " footsteps on 
the sands of time;" what will it be to stand with them 
on the shores of the glassy sea, — ^whole families and 
households reunited in " the Father's house " ? 

Bereaved one! these lines may at present express 
the sad musings of your desolate heart : — 

•* Silently the shades are falling 
Hound my lonely childless door, 
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Loved and cherished ones recallirg, 
Who on earth Til meet no more. 

Oh, not * lost,' but ' gone before us,' 

They can nevei^be forgot ; 
Heaven's bright mansions shall restore us. 

In sweet ties which perish not ! " 

Yes! live under the cheering anticipation of a 

joyful reunion with the white-robed multitude, the dear 

and tender hope of meeting with those who once 

joyed with you in your joys and shared with you in your 

sorrows. Among these, it may be, the young voices, too 

soon silenced, who helped to soothe and lull the waves 

of life while you had them, and whose caresses and 

loving ways were sorely missed when they were taken 

from you. Think of those spoken of as taking part in 

the sublime closing Gospel invitation, " The Bbide says. 

Come ! " The Bride ! It is the Church triumphant ! 

and in that Church cherished ones, silent on earth, 

but whose beaming spirits in " the better land " are 

beckoning you upwards, and onwards, and heavenwards, 

and homewards ! 

'* Hast thou not glimpses, in the twilight hour, 
Of mountains where immortal mom prevails ? 
Comes there not, through the silence, to thine ear 
A gentle rustling of the morning gale — 
A murmur wafted from that glorious shore 
Of streams that water banks for ever fair — 
And voices of the loved ones gone before, 
More musical in that celestial <iir ? " 

They would incite you — aye, the very youngest among 
them — to fresh ardour in running your Christian race ! 



228 JOYFUL REUNIONS. 

Think of them crowding the walls of glory, eager to 
welcome those they have left for a little behind, to 
buffet the wilderness storms — waiting to lead them, 
hand in hand, up the golden streets ! Think of them 
through " the ages and the ages," seated along with 
you on the everlasting hills, tracing together every rill 
and streamlet in the " nether valley," and acknowledg- 
ing how cdl had been combining mysteriously for good. 
Meanwhile, let this distant view refresh your spirit and 
cheer your footsteps. Fathers ! mothers ! with these 
hopes " full of immortality ; " — with such hallowed 
forecastings beyond the tomb and the " early grave," 
sing through your tears— 

" Yes ! the hour — the hour is hasting, 

Spirit shall with spirit blend ; 
Fast mortality is wasting, 

Then the secret all shall end ! 
Let, then, thought hold sweet communion, 

Let us breathe the mutual prayer, 
Till in heaven's eternal union, 

Oh, my child ! to meet thee there ! ** 
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HEAVENLY CHIMES BEYOND THE RIVER. 

*' The ranfomedofthe Lord nhall return, and come to Zion with »ong» and ererlattirtg 
joy upon their heads * they shall obtain joy and gladness^ and sorrow and sighing 
tliall Jlee ateay." — Isa. xxxv. io. 

Hark 1 a peal of heavenly bells, 

Ringing, ringing; 

With ten thousand voices sweet. 

Singing, singing— 

** Worthy is the Lamb once slain, 

Who hath purchased our salvation ; 

Made us kings and priests to reign, 

Out of every tribe and nation. 
We are safe beyond the river, 
From His presence nought can sever j 
We shall sing His praise for ever I " 

Hark ! a peal of heavenly bells. 

Ringing, ringing ; 

With ten thousand voices sweet, 

Singing, singing — 

** We have gained our Home at last, 

In His Palace bright and glorious ; 

Every wave of Jordan past. 

Over every foe victorious. 

Safe across the border river, 

From His presence nought can sever ; 

We shall sing His praise for ever I " 

Hark ! a peal of heavenly bells. 

Ringing, ringing ; 

With ten thousand voices sweet. 

Singing, singing— 

*' Now we read His ways aright : 

All that evil once portended, 
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In the blaze of heavenly light, 
Is with love and wisdom blended. 
Now across the border river, 
From His presence nought can sever ; 
We shall sing His praise for ever I " 

Hark ! a peal of heavenly bells, 

Ringing, ringing; 

With ten thousand voices sweet. 

Singing, singing— 

** Here beloved friends we meet ; 

Here restored their smiles of gladness ; 

Everlasting bliss complete, 

Joys unmixed with aught of sadness. 
Safe across the border river. 
From their presence nought can sever ; 
While we sing His praise for ever ! " 

Hark ! a peal of heavenly bells. 

Ringing, ringing ; 
With ten thousand voices sweet. 

Singing, singing- 
** Fought the fight — the kingdom won, 
Death behind us — life before us ; 
While eternal ages run, 
Never shall we cease the chorus. 
We are Home beyond the river, 
From His presence nought can sever ; 
We shall sing His praise for ever I ** 



X. 

THE LOVING CHASTENER AND SYMPATHISER. 

"as If ant as I LOVE, I BBBUEE AND CHASTEN." — BEV. iii I9. 
" FOB IN THAT HE HIMSELF HATH SUFFEBED, BEING TEMPTED, HE IS 
ABLE TO SUOOOUB THEM THAT ABE TEMPTED." — HEB. ii. 1 8. 
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THE LOVING CHASTENER AND 
SYMPATHISER. 

ET these two verses be conjoined; we shall 
see the reason as we proceed. 

(i.) "-4s many as I LOVE / rebuke and 
chasten ! " What ! speak of loving dealings when 
" the axe is being laid to the root of the tree ; " its 
ringing sound heard amid cherished earthly groves; 
the ground strewn with lopped branches, scattered 
leaves, aye, too, and unspared, young saplings of 
promise ! Yes ! It is even so. " The wind passeth 
over it and it is gone, and the place thereof shall 
know it no more ! But the mercy of the Lord is from 
everlasting to everlasting upon them that fear Him " 
(Ps. ciii. 1 6, 17). 

The words of this first of our motto-verses, more- 
over, observe, were spoken, not by the lips of Christ 
the Suflferer on' earth, but by the glorified lips of 
Christ the Exalted King. They come wafted to us 
from within the Heavenly gates. 

"No chastening for the present seemeth to be 
joyous but grievous ! " This dispensation from which 
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you are now suffering may be utterly incomprehen- 
sible. Jebovah's name to you, as it often has been 
to His tried and afflicted children, may be that which 
He gave to Manoah — " Wonderful," " Secret," " Mys- 
terious." But, be assured, that your present place 
and season of bereavement is the figurative " wilder- 
ness," whither He " allures " His people (Hosea ii. 14); 
rousing them from the low dream of earth, from the 
sordid and the secular, from busy care and debasing 
solicitude, to the divine and the heavenly ; — leading 
*them to exchange the mess of earthly pottage for the 
bread of life, perishable substance for the fine gold of 
heavenly gain and durable riches. Tours is the cruel 
blighting of young hope and pure affection — ^holiest 
ties formed, the memory of which is all that remains ; 
the music of the streams and rivulets which once 
gladdened your pilgrim-way heard no more. The 
rills are dried by Him to lead to the great Fountain- 
head; the earthly links are broken in order that 
stronger and more enduring ones may be formed 
above; the rents have been made in the house of 
clay, only to render more inviting "the building of 
God, the house not made with hands;" stimulating 
to live more for that world where all is perfection, 
where we shall stand " without fault before the throne." 
A writer notes that migratory birds are carried high 
by contrary winds, and that, by being so carried, their 
flight is assisted. So is it with trial. " The wind is 
contrary," but it impels to an upward and a Godward 
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flight. It is often in the cloudy day that the moun- 
tains look near us ; so often in the soul's gloomiest 
seasons the hills of God are brought nighest. TribiUa- 
tion is the first link in the Apostle's golden chain. 
Dr. Trench, in his " Study of Words," tells us that 
" tribvlation " is derived from the Latin tribulum^ 
which was the machine by which the grain was sifted. 
Tribulation is the process of sifting, by which God 
clears away the chaff and the golden grain is retained. 
See, too, the gracious result of this sifting process. 
" Tribulation," to use the comment we have heard in 
applying the reference, " worketh," what ? We might 
have expected the natural result, " impatience." It is 
the reverse ; by the imparted grace of Him in whose 
hands the tribulum is, " tribulation worketh patience " 
(Rom. V. 3). 

Suflfering Christian ! you may well trust Him who 
uttered the startling saying which heads this medita- 
tion, — ^who gave the mightiest pledge of love He could 
give by giving His own life, — ^that there is some all- 
wise " needs be " in the trial He has laid upon you. 
It is designed to bring you nearer Himself. It is one 
of His own appointed gateways, opening up and 
admitting to great spiritual blessings. He rebukes 
and chastens just "because He loves ; and, contradictory 
as the remark may seem, we believe never is His lovo 
more tender than when the rod is in His hand and 
the rebuke on His lips. The rebukes of other earthly 
friends are often mistimed ; the result, it may be, of 
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passion or caprice : — " but He for our profit, that we 
might be partakers of His holiness " (Heb. xii. I o). 

'* I do not ask my cross to understand, 
My way to see : 
Better in darkness just to feel Thy hand, 
And follow Thee." 

God OUT Maker is said to give " songs in the night." 
The birds of earth which " sing among the branches " 
are silent save in the day. Not so with those perched 
on the Tree of Life, His true people. Their melody 
ofteni most sweetly rises in hours of darkness. To 
change the figure, are they themselves "Trees of 
Righteousness " ? Often in the gloom of sorrow their 
foliage may appear to be dripping with rain, when 
they are in truth laden with the night-distilled dews 
of heaven ! 

Had Christ, indeed, seen meet, He might have 
ordained that His people's pathway was to be without 
gloom or darkness, trial or tear ; leading along sunny 
slopes, verdant valleys, and bright clusters of palm, 
with sunlit fronds. But to keep them humble, to 
teach them their dependence on Himself, to make their 
present existence a state of discipline and probation. 
He has ordered it otherwise. Their journey, as travel- 
lers, is at times through mist and cloudland; their 
voyage, as seamen, through alternate calm and storm. 
They are like the vessel building in the dockyard. 
The unskilled and uninitiated can hear nothing but 
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clanging hammers; they can see nothing but un- 
shapely timbers and glare of torches. It is a scene of 
din and noise, dust and confusion. But all will at 
last be acknowledged as needed portions in the spiritual 
workmanship, when the soul, released from its earthly 
fastenings, is launched on the summer seas of eternity. 
"Then shall we know," to use the words of an earnest 
thinker, " that the dark scenes were dark with light 
too bright for mortal eye; the sorrow turning into 
dearest joys when seen to be the filling up of Christ's ; 
who withholds not from us His own crown, bidding us 
drink of His cup and be baptized with His baptism ; 
and saying to our reluctant hearts, ' What I do thou 
knowest not now, but thou shalt know hereafter.' " ^ 
" Glory to God for all" was Chrysostom's last saying. 

No nobler result of trial surely than this, to lead 
the mourner to grope his tearful way more meekly and 
trustfully in search of a Saviour's hand, seeking only 
to hear His guiding voice saying, " This is the way ; 
walk ye in it." 

(2.) Our second motto- verse follows the other in a 
comforting sequence. There can be no more gracious 
whisper in the ear of bereavement. What an infinitude 
of solace to every sorrowing one, including the sacred 
group of mourners for whom this book is more specially 
intended, is contained in the simple declaration, " In 

* " Life of Hiuton," p. 186. 
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that He Himself hath suffered^ being tempted ! " Jesus, 
the Incarnate God, yet ^' made in fashion as a man," had 
a mysterions identity of experience with His suffering 
and tempted people, so that nothing can happen to the 
members but what has happened to the Head. They 
can feel that no sorrow shades their souls but the same 
darkened His. '^ As He is," so are they '^ in this 
world" (i John iv. 17). He Himself — ^the thorn- 
crowned King--knows every thorn which pierces them, 
every pang of spirit and pang of body. The loss of 
beloved friends, temptations to distrust God's provi- 
dence, to pervert and misapply His Word, to question 
the rectitude and reason of His dealings. What un- 
utterable consolation, in every hour of earthly trouble, 
to look up to the Brother in our nature, — " the Prince 
who has power with God," and to say, ^^ He hath suf- 
fered, heing tempted ! " In His glorified state He still 
commiserates the case of each one of His heart-stricken 
woe-worn people ! He tenderly feels their every wound, 
seeing that, as the Captain of their salvation. He was 
Himself " made perfect through sufferings." 

Afflicted believer ! rejoice that sorrow and suffering 
have (if the expression dare be used) assimilated Christ 
with you, and you with Christ, in this your trial-hour. 
With what a Divine significance, augmented and inten- 
sified by subsequent experience, can He say, " I know 
your sorrows ! " K you are bleeding under some severe 
infliction of the rod, severe in its very tenderness, ready 
to say in the bitterness of your grief, " No one knows, 
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no one can gauge the depth of my anguish," — He can — 
He does. " He knoweth our frame ; He remembereth 
that we are dust." With reverence we say it, — God — 
the Omnipotent, Omniscient God — cannot, with all the 
infinitude of His nature, syrn/pathise. He can compas- 
sionate; but He cannot sympathise in the way o{ feel- 
ing with us. Sympathy requires, as its two conditions, 
identity of nature and identity of experience. " We 
have 8V4J1 an High Priest ; " One who is said to be (not 
touched with our infirmities), but " touched with the 
feding of our infirmities." 

The beautiful verse which now presents itself, gives 
more comfort still. The words affirm not merely that 
Christ has identity of experience — a passive sympathy 
with His tried people ; — He is also the mccourer of the 
tempted : " He is able to succour them that are 
tempted." 

If He be summoning any of you to bear some pecu- 
liarly heavy burden, or exacting from you some pecu- 
liarly heavy sacrifice, He will not sufler the burden to 
crush or the fiery trial to consume. He will keep you 
in the crucible as long, but no longer, than He sees to 
be absolutely needful to test your faith and purify your 
graces. All that concerns you and yours is in His 
hands. 

As we see the Angels of Tribulation with their 
sevenfold vials issuing forth from the gate of heaven 
(Rev. XV. i), how blessed to know that they are mar- 
shalled, commissioned by the great Lord of Angels, 
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the once suflfering but now exalted Eedeemer! In 
Zechariah's vision of " the man on the red horse " (i. 8), 
— behind Him were angels and providences — " the 
black, and speckled, and white horses." But Se is 
between them ; ordering, regulating, appointing, all that 
befalls His people, trusting their persons and fortunes 
not even to an angel's care, without His own guidance, 
sanction, and direction. 

Are you now called sorrowfully to picture and ponder 
the last hours of some loved one, — perhaps the final 
conflict — ^the close of all : the silent death-chamber ; — 
the sadder sequel of the Early Grave ? He, — yes. He, 
— can say with the same exalted sympathy, " I know 
them all." To the living Christian in his season of 
aflBiction He can say, " I am He that liveth" But to 
the dying Christian, or of the dying Christian, He can 
add, " I am He that was dead.'' I know well, through 
the memories of My cross and passion, that struggle- 
hour ! I know what it is, O bereaved, to die / And 
because I know this, I can follow you to the brink 6f 
Jordan as well as in the wilderness ! Fear not to think 
of what your loved ones have passed through. These 
bujffeting biUows of the Border river have swept over 
Me. And with the thought of Me as their precursor, 
you can take up for tliem, as one of your " Night Songs," 
or you can sing it as you anticipate for yourselves the 
same inevitable hour : — " Behold, the Ark of the cove- 
nant of the Lord of all the earth passeth over before 
you into Jordan ! " (Josh. iii. 1 1). 
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THE GREAT SYMPATHISER. 

*'For we have not an High Priat uthieh cannot ht tmUhed witA (ht feeling of our 

ii^ifiUtia,'* — Hsv. !▼. 15. 

In trial-hoars 
We yearn for human sympathy, as plants 
Immured in darkness turn them to the ray 
Of sunlight struggling through the chink above. 

Yet, finite is this longed-for anodyne. 
So delicately strung are human hearts, 
That oft most grateful solace is conveyed 
In the mute grasp of hand. The well-meant ring 
Of conmionplace condolence does but grate 
With harshness, and the smitten soul prefers 
To utter its lone plaint in silent tears. 

There is ONE sympathy transcending far 
All that is earthly. One pellucid Well 
Of sure refreshing, which abundant proves 
When others fail to satisfy the thirst ; 
One Voice whose tones obtrusive never are. 

Yes, child of sorrow, on the throne of heaven 
There sits '' a living Kinsman." ^ Not a pang 
Can rend thy bosom but He felt the same. 
Rejoice ! The pulses of that Mighty heart. 
Unchanged in glory, vibrate to thine own 
Responsive ; and though now exalted high 
Above all majesty ; and myriad hosts 
Adoring cast their crowns before His feet ; 
The hand, to which of old the weeper clung. 
The fallen kissed, the leper touched, — still wields 
The sceptre of creation. Eyes that shed 
O'er human grave a flood of human tears 
Still look with pity on this desert world 
And all its mourning crowds. The Tree of Life 

^ Job xix. 25. 

Q 



242 THE LOVING CHASTEN ER. 

Invites each weary wing "beneath the shade. 

While the strong eagle on its cedar bonghs 

Can make a royal perch, the timid bird 

Nestles in peace. Aye, more, the closing hour 

Is sanctified by Death's great Conqueror, 

Who, as He vanquished, felt the sting He came 

To pluck away ! That which from earthly view 

Is feared and dreaded as an enemy, 

Has, from the heavenly side, transmuted been 

Into a bright triumphal arch, through which 

The ransomed legions of Immanuel pass 

Up to their thrones and crowns ; for who can fear 

To meet the foe their Lord hath overcome 7 

Who on the willows of the grave can hang 

His harp disconsolate ? Tuned are its chords 

By this Almighty Sufferer to words 

Whose sweetest melody in this consists, 

That He that path has trod ! " Yea, though I walk 

Through the lone vale of Death (yet not alone, 

For Thou art with me) I shall fear no ill ; 

Thy gracious rod and staff shall comfort me ! " 

Jesus ! to whom can I commit my all 
If not to Thee ? How wondrously uniting 
Divinity with human tenderness ! 
'Mid varying changes of a varying world 
Thyself alone continuing unchanged ; 
" Thou for adversity the Brother bom,'' 
" The Friend that closer than a brother cleaves ! " 
The everlasting apms, beneath, around ; 
Lower and deeper than the deepest wave ! 
Thine, not a formal world's cold interchange 
Of sympathy (unworthy of the name) ; 
Into my ev'ry soul-grief enterest Thou 
With sensibilities none else can share. 
Blest thought I though in Immanuel's heart there dwells 
The might of Deity, — the same who counts 
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The number of the fitars, can also count 

The number of my sorrows, for Himself 

Endured them. Thus, the Greatest of all Beings 

Is the most loving ! I can upwards look 

In trembling transport to His throne and say, 

" God I yet my Brother ! Brother ! yet my God ! " 



"Behold, and see if there be any eorrow like unto My eorrow." — Lam. i. xa. 

Thou Great High Priest ! one loving gleam 

Cast from Thy mercy-seat 
Changes each poisoned earthly stream 

From bitter into sweet. 

When Thou so meekly murmur'dst not, 

Oh ! how dare I repine ? 
Well may my crosses be forgot 

When I remember Thine ! 

Oft in a gloomy chequered past, 

When human hopes were vain, 
A gracious smile from Thee was cast. 

And all looked bright again. 

Dark should my present pathway be, 

Earth's hopes deceptive prove ; 
Let trial bring me nearer Thee, 

And all is changed to lova 



** Jefut Christ, the same yesterday, and today, and for erer."— Heb. xiiL 8. 

Month after month some vacant chair is seen, 
Some music of young voices hushed and gone ; 
The holy memories of what has been 
Carved by loved hands on the sepulchral stone. 

*' But Thou remaiuest ! " O'er no joys of Thine 
Can sound the early dirge or funeral bell ; 
Earth's best and fondest, trustful I resign, 
Sure of Thyself— the Great Unchangeable I 



XI. 



DIVINE TEARS OVER AN EARLY GRAVE, AND 
THE SLEEP OF THE DEAD. 

" JESUS WKPT." — JOHN xL 35. 
" OUR FRIEND LAZARUS 8LEEFETH." — JOHN xi. II. 
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DIVINE TEARS OVER AN EARLY GRAVE, 
AND THE SLEEP OP THE DEAD. 

[ET us torn aside for a little and see this great 
sight. It is the Creator of all worlds in 
tears, — ^the Grod-man Mediator dissolved in 
tenderest grief These tears form the most touching 
episode in sacred story ; and if we are in sorrow, it 
may either dry our own or give them the warrant to 
flow when we are told — Jesus wept ! 

Whence those tears ? There is often, as we have 
remarked in a previous meditation, a false interpreta- 
tion put upon this brief verse, as if it denoted the ex- 
pression of the Saviour's sorrow for the loss of a loved 
friend. This, it is plain, it could not be. However 
mingled may have been the hopes and fears of the 
weeping mourners around him, He at least knew that 
in a few brief moments Lazarus was to be restored. 
He could not surely weep so bitterly, possessing as He 
then did, the confident assurance that death was about 
to give back its captive, and light up every tear- 
dimmed eye with an ecstasy of joy. Whence, then, we 
again ask, this strange and mysterious grief? We 
have space only for two, among other reasons. 
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(i). Jesus wept out of sympathy for the bereaved. 

The hearts at His side were breaking with angaish. 
All unconscious of how soon and how wondrously their 
sorrow was to be turned into joy, the appalling thought 
was alone present to them in all its fearfulness — 
"Lazarus is dead!" When He, the God-man Me- 
diator, with the refined sensibilities of His tender 
heart, beheld the poignancy of their affiction, the pent- 
up torrent of His own human sympathies could be 
restrained no longer. His tears flowed too. 

But it would be a contracted view of the tears of 
Jesus, to think that two solitary mourners in a Jewish 
graveyard engrossed and monopolised that sympathy. 
It had a vastly wider sweep. 

There were hearts, yes, myriads of desolate sufferers 
in ages then unborn, who He knew would be brought 
to stand as you, reader, have lately been, and as He 
was then doing, by the grave of loved relatives — 
mourners who would have no visible Comforter or Re- 
storer to rush to, as had Martha and Mary, to assuage 
their grief, and give them back their dead ; and when 
He thought of this, " Jesus wept ! " 

What an interest it gives to this scene of weeping, 
to think that at that eventful moment the Saviour 
had before Him the bereaved of all time ; — that His 
eye was roaming at that moment through deserted 
chambers, and vacant seats, and opened graves, down 
to the end of the world ! The Rachels weeping for 
their children, — ^the "little daughters" that "lay 



DIVINE TEARS OVER AN EARLY GRAVE. 247 

a-dying ; " the young men " carried out — the only sons 
of their mothers ; " the Ezekiels mourning in the dust 
and ashes of disconsolate widowhood, "the desire of 
their eyes taken away by a stroke ; " the unsolaced 
sisters brooding over a sad future, with the prop and 
joy of existence swept down, — ^the light of their being 
eclipsed in mysterious darkness ! Think (as you are 
now perusing these pages), throughout the wide world, 
how many breaking hearts there are — how loud the 
wail of suffering humanity, could we but hear it ! — 
those written childless and fatherless, and friendless 
and homeless ! — Bethany-processions pacing with slow 
and measured step to deposit their earthly all in the 
custody of the tomb! Think of the Marys and 
Marthas who are now " going to some grave to weep 
there," perhaps with no Saviour's unseen, yet graciously 
ever-present smile to gladden them ; — or the desolate 
chambers that are now resounding to the plaintive 
dirge, " Absalom, Absalom ! would God I had died 
for thee ; Absalom, my son ! my son ! " Think of 
all these experiences at that moment vividly brought 
before the Redeemer's eye — the long and loud miserere^ 
echoing dismally from the remotest bounds of time, 
and there "entering into the ear of the God of 
Sabaoth,'^ and can you wonder that — Jesics wept ? 

Blessed and amazing picture of the Lord of glory ! 
It combines the delineation alike of the tenderness of 
His humanity, and the majesty of His Godhead. His 
Humanity / It is revealed in those teardrops, falling 
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from a human eye on a human grave. His Godhead ! 
It is manifested in His ability to take in with a giant 
grasp aU the prospective sufferings of His suffering 
people. 

Weeping believer! thine anguished spirit was in- 
cluded in those Bethany tears ! Be assured thy grief 
was visibly portrayed at that moment to that omni- 
scient Saviour. He had all thy sorrows before Him — 
thy anxious moments during the tedious sickness — 
the trembling suspense— the nights of weary watch- 
ing — the agonising revelation of "no hope;" the 
pulses of that young Ufe ebbing; the fresh green sods 
of that early tomb. Bethany's graveyard became to 
Him a picture-gallery of the world's aching hearts; 
and thine^ yes ! thine was there! And as He beheld it, 
Jesus wept ! " 

(2.) Jesus wept when He thought of the triumphs of 
Death ! 

He was treading a burial-ground ; mouldering heaps 
were around Him — silent sepulchral caves, giving forth 
no echo of life. They must have significantly called 
to the mind of the Divine Spectator how sin had blasted 
and scathed His noblest workmanship, converting the 
fairest province of His creation into one vast Necropolis^ 
— one dismal " city of the dead : " — ^the body, " so 
fearfdlly and wonderfully made," and on which He had 
originally placed His own impress of " very good," 
ruinedj and resolved into a mass of humiliating dust ! 
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If the architect mourns over the destruction of some 
favourite edifice which the storm has swept down, or 
the fire has wrapt in conflagration and reduced to 
ashes ; if the sculptor mourns to see his breathing 
marble with one rude stroke hurled to the ground, and 
its fragments scattered at his feet, — what must have 
been the sensations of the Almighty Architect of the 
human frame, at whose completion the morning stars 
and the sons of God chanted a loud anthem, as He 
thought of that frame, now a devastated wreck, 
mouldering in dissolution and decay, the King of 
Terrors sitting in regal state, holding His high holiday 
over a vassal world ! 

In Bethany He beheld only a few of these broken 
and prostrate columns, but they could not fail to be 
suggestive of millions on millions which were yet in 
coming ages to undergo the same doom of mortality. 

If even our less sensitive hearts are wrung with 
emotion at the tidings of some mournful catastrophe, 
which occupies, after all, but some passing hour in the 
world's history, but which has carried death and 
lamentation into many households ; — ^the sudden pesti- 
lence that has swept down its thousands — ^the gallant 
vessel that was a moment before spreading proudly its 
white wings to the gale, the joyous hearts on board 
dreaming of hearth and home, and ^^ the many ports 
that would exult in the gleam of her mast " — ^the 
next ! hurrying down to the depths of an ocean grave, 
with no survivor ,to tell the story ! — Or the terrible 
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records of war — the ranks of bold and brave laid low 
in the carnage of battle — youth and strength and 
beauty and rank and friendship blent in one 'red 
burial ! ' — if these and such-like mournful tales of 
death, and the power of death, affect at the moment 
even the most callous amongst us, causing the lip to 
grow pale, and demanding the tribute of more than a 
tear^ — oh ! what must it have been to the Omniscient 
eye and exquisitely sensitive spirit of Jesus, as, taking 
in all time at a glance, He beheld the Pale Horse with 
its ghastly rider trampling under foot the vast human 
family, converting the globe into a mournful Valley 
of vision ; vessels freighted with immortality lying 
stranded on the shores of Time. 

Yes! we can only understand the full import of 
these tears of Jesus, as we imagine to ourselves His 
Godlike eye penetrating at that moment every church- 
yard ; the mausoleums of the rich — ^the lowly graves 
of the poor ; the marble cenotaph of the noble and 
illustrious, slumbering under fretted aisle and cathedral 
canopy ; — ^the myriads whose requiem is chanted by the 
bleak winds of the desert or the chimes of the ocean ! 
The child carried away in the twinkling of an eye — ^the 
blossom just opening, and then frost-blighted; the 
aged sire, cut down like a shock of corn in its season ; 
the young exulting in the prime of manhood; the 
pious and benevolent, the great and good, succumbing 
indiscriminately to the same inexorable decree ; the 
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erring and thoughtless, reckless of all warning, hurried 
away in the midst of scorned mercy, — as He be- 
held this ghastly funeral procession moving before 
Him, the whole world going to the same long home, 
and He Himself left alone the survivor— can we wonder 
that Jestis wept f 

And yet to pass, ere we close, from this scene of the 
Tears and the Grave, — in another gladdening sense He 
could say, " Our friend Lazarus deepeth ! " And with a 
still more glorious and exalted meaning than when 
He spake them on His way to that Bethany burial- 
ground, does He utter the same to us regarding our 
beloved dead. Here it is that Christianity and Pagan- 
ism meet together in impressive and significant contrast. 
The one comes to the dark river with her pale, sickly 
lamp. It refuses to bum ; — the damps of Lethe dim and 
quench it. Philosophy tries to discourse on death as 
a " stem necessity,'* — of the duty of passing heroically 
into this mysterious, oblivion-world — taking with bold 
heart " the leap in the dark," and confronting, as we 
best can, blended images of annihilation and terror. 

The Gospel takes us to the tomb, and shows us 
Death vanquished and the grave spoiled. Death truly, 
too well do those whose eyes trace these pages know, 
is in itself an unwelcome messenger at their door. It 
is the dark event in this our earth, — ^the deepest of the 
many deep shadows of an otherwise fair creation-a 
cold, cheerless thing, lying at the heart of humanity. 
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freezing up the gushing fonntains of joyoos life. But 
the Grospel shines, and the cold iceberg melts. The 
Sun of Righteousness effects what philosophy, with all 
its boasted power, never could. Jesus is the abolisker 
of Death. He has taken all that is terrible from it. 
So complete, indeed, is the Redeemer's victoiy, that He 
Himself speaks of it as no longer a reality, but a shadow 
— a phantom foe from which we have nothing to dread. 
" Whosoever believeth in Me shall never die.^ " K a 
man keep My saying, he shall never see deathr These 
are an echo of the Psalmist's most familiar words, a 
transcript of his expressive figure, when he pictures the 
dark valley to the believer as the valley of a " shadow.** 
The substance is removed! When the gaunt spirit 
meets him on the midnight waters, he may, like the 
disciples at first, be led to '^ cry out for fear." But a 
gentle Voice of love and tenderness rebukes his dread, 
and calms his misgivings — " It is I ! be not afraid." 

Disconsolate mourners ! you that have been bereaved 
of your young ones, come with me to the death-chamber 
and gaze on that quiet slumber ! 

The figure is no hyperbole, but a sober verily. The 
gentle smile of a foretasted heaven is seen playing on 
the marble lips-the rays gilding the mountain-tops 
after the golden sun has gone down. 

" Sweetly remembering that the parting sigh 
Appointed them to slumber, not to die ; 
The starting tear we check — we kiss the rod, 
And not to earth resign them, but to God." 
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Or come with me and let us visit ^ the early grave.* 
Still it is a place of sleep; a quiet dormitory "until 
the day break " and the night shadows of earth " flee 
away." The dust slumbering there, though it may 
only be that of a dear infant, is precious because re- 
deemed ; the angels of God have it in custody ; they 
encamp round about it, waiting the mandate to " gather 
the elect firom the four winds of heaven — ^from the one 
end of heaven to the other." Oh, wondrous day, when 
the dishonoured casket shall be raised, a "glorified 
body," to receive once more the immortal jewel, polished 
and made meet for the Master's use ! Sleep in Jesus ! 
The youngest of His saints fall asleep in His arms of 
infinite love. There their angel-spirits repose, until 
the body, "sown in corruption," shall be "raised in 
incorruption," and both reunited in the day of His 
appearing, become " a crown of glory in the hand of the 
Lord, and a royal diadem in the hand of their God." 

Yes! Jesus dries thy tears with the encouraging 
assurance, "Thy dead shall live; together with My 
body they shall arise." * Let thy Lazarus — ^thy child, 
thy son, thy daughter, thy loved and loving young 
companion or friend — "sleep on now and take their 
rest ; " the time will come when My voice shall be 
heard proclaiming, "Awake, and sing, ye that dwell 
in dust : " — " The winter is past, the rain is over and 
gone, the flowers appear on the earth ; the time of the 
singing of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is 
heard in the land. Arise, my love, my fair one, and 



254 DIVINE TEARS OVER AN EARLY GRAVE. 

come away." Soon shall the day-dawn of glory streak 
the horizon ; and then, I shall go that I may awake 
them out of sleep ! ' 

" Wherefore, comfort one another vnth these words.*' 



THE HUMAN RETROSPECT. 

**Aj^dJu rttumed unto hit brethren and taidf The child it not ; and I, lehither «%att 

I got" — Gen. xxxvii. 30. 
" Lord, to vJiom thall toe go f Thou hatt the wordt of eternal 2i/e."— John vi. 68. 

Oh, weeping parent ! standing *mid the throng 

Of mourners ; anguished thoughts are burdening thee, 

Too sad for utterance — too deep for tears ! 

Other portentous clouds which hang their pall 

Athwart life's mountain-tops may melt away, 

And leave no trace behind : the loss of health, 

Or wealth, or outward things. The sun breaks forth, 

And the familiar summits, as of old. 

May gleam again. Not so the chronic shroud 

Overspread by death I Death I 'tis with you the rush 

Of the remorseless avalanche ; sweeping down 

The vernal flowers that deck the mountain-side, 

In wild, resistless havoc ; stripping bare 

Where moss and silver lichen crowned erewhile 

A thousand nooks of loveliness. 

The Past ! 
What volumes that suggestive word contains 
Of tender recollection 1 hallowed hours, — 
Soothing life's sorrows, — sweetening its joys. 
The Future ! Once the calendar of bliss, 
Studded its lustrous firmament with stars 
Of early promise, suddenly eclipsed 
In the profound of darkness 1 
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"That bright sun" 
(Hark to the tearful dirge of many a lip) 
" May shine as brightly as it did before, — 
Its light seems dim to me ! Those emerald fields 
And crested hills, and undulating slopes ; 
The shady groves, where pendent foxgloves rang 
Their chime of forest bells ; and buttercups 
In showers of golden rain decked the mead ; 
Or graceful in their bridal beauty waved 
The birchen tresses : softly murmuring streams 
That lulled asleep the wild-flowers in the dell 
With the glad ripple of their evensong ; 
The purple glow of sunset flushing o*er 
The western sky : — These all too vividly 
Fond hours recall, irrevocably gone : 
While faithful memory (sad chronicler 
Of vanished bliss) invests the retrospect 
With living truth. The joyous melody 
Of youthful voices seems to linger there ; 
Each sylvan footpath hath its tear to claim, 
And tale of buried love. How once I watched 
The herald footsteps of the opening year 1 
A silent earth emerging from the grave 
Of icy winter, and her winding-sheet 
Of snow exchanging, to be decked anew 
In verdant robes of renovated life : 
The warbling choristers of wood and grove 
That sang so late their plaintive elegies, 
As if chief mourners o'er her tomb, again 
Vocal with praise I Ah ! sadly, strangely sounds 
To the bereaved heart such symphony ! 
These tuneless melodies by hill and dale, 
Of pensive sorrow latent chords awake. 
Which make the bosom powerless to respond 
To the glad jubilee. There is one sleep 
Too deep to be disturbed. While prisoned fields 
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Baret from their wintry dangeon, where the storm 
And tempest (gloomy warders) guarded them ; 
The stem Custodier of captive millions 
Alone denies surrender ! Spring may clothe 
The churchyard's sacred sod with yerdure fresh. 
Or lend her glistening dews (expressiye teardrops) 
To mingle their mute sympathy, and mourn 
Life's tender hlossoms blighted in the bud ; 
But her reanimating voice in vain 
Evokes the ashes slumbering underneath ! 

Pilgrim of sadness ! turn, from shattered tents 
And riven canvas, to the Shelter sure 
No storm-blast can assail ! The Alpine peak, 
By human foot unsealed — ^unscaleable, 
Summer and winter robed in virgin snow, 
With mien majestic downward seems to gaze 
Upon the wrestling of the elements ; 
No jewel in its icy crown displaced ; 
No wrinkle on its everlasting brow. 
Type of the Rock of Ages ; high above 
All fluctuations ! Human props may fail ; 
The dearest fellowships of earth may cease ; 
Its tenderest ties be severed. One remains 
Faithful among the faithless. Lift your gaze 
Above these leafless boughs and wintry skies 
And slanting shadows ; and exulting say, 
*' Thou art the same : Thy years they shall not fail ! " 
He sitteth in His world of calm, beyond 
The reach of mutability ; unchanged 
'Mid fitful storm and sunshine, bii'ths tind deaths, 
Glad marriage-peals and doleful funeral-knells. 
No desolating billow which has swept 
Away our earthly moorings, can dislodge 
The soul thus sheltered in the Living Rock ! 
Upon the stormy waves we can descry 
The lustrous token of the covenant 
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Circling the angry spray. And on its scroll 
Of blended ruby, emerald, and gold, 
The glorious superscription can be read — 
** / am Jehovah, a7id I cannot change ! " 



THE DIVINE WEEPER. 

Who is this, in silence bending 
0*er a dark sepulchral cave ? 
Sympathetic sorrow blending 
With the mourners round the grave ? 
Christ the Lord is standing by 
At the tomb of Bethany I 

" Jesus wept ! *' — these tears are over, 

But His heart is still the same. 
Kinsman, Friend, and Elder Brother, 
Is His everlasting name. 

Saviour, who can love like Thee, 
Gracious One of Bethany ? 

•* Jesus wept ! " — and still in glory 

He can mark each mourner's tear, 
Loving to retrace the story 
Of the heartd He solaced here. 

Surely none can feel like Thee, 
Weeping One of Bethany ! 

" Jesus wept ! '* — that tear of sorrow 

Is a legacy of love. 
Yesterday— to-day — ^to-morrow — 
He the same doth ever prove ; 
Thou art all in all to me. 
Living one of Bethany ! 



xn. 



THE POWER OF GOD. 



HE RULETH BY HIS POWER FOR EVER." — PS. Ixvi. ^. 



( 259 ) 




THE POWER OF GOD. 

HE Power of God is a glorious theme: — an 
Anchor of the Sonl, sure and steadfast, in 
the season of trial. Perhaps especially, 
when stooping in parental sorrow over some life passed 
away in infant feebleness or youthful weakness, we 
turn, by instinctive contrast, from the drooping of the 
floweret or the bending of the tender sapling, to the 
strength and glory of the Tree of Life. 

The Psalm from which these words are taken, is one 
of the many that were inspired by memories of the 
Sinai wilderness, — the great drama of the Exodus. 
Our motto-verse is ushered in by the proudest of these 
memories, " Come and see the works of the Lord. 
. . . He turned the sea into dry land. They went 
through the flood on foot ; there did we rejoice in 
Him. . . , He ruleth by His ponder for ever" Varied 
are the figures employed by the sacred minstrel in 
describing the illustrious event. Jehovah had broken 
the meshes of the enclosing net (ver. 1 1). From the 
fire of Egypt's brick-kilns He had rescued them (ver. 
12). Through the furnace they had emerged puri- 
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fied (ver. lo). Through the raging flood of the Red 
Sea He had conducted them (ver. 6). They had only 
to " stand still and see the salvation of God " (vers. 
5 and 1 2). " For Thou, O God, hast proved us : 
Thou hast tried us as silver is tried. Thou broughtest 
us into the net ; Thou laidst affiction upon our loins. 
Thou hast caused men to ride over our heads : we 
went through fire and through water ; but Thou 
broughtest us out into a wealthy place" (vers. 10-12). 

An emancipation effected from the territory of the 
greatest and proudest of the old-world dynasties ; — -an 
enslaved people, in the might of their God, rising in a 
night, breaking their chains, leaving every memento of 
bondage and degradation behind them; and after a 
miraculous march of forty years, at last entering trium- 
phantly the promised land ! All this could not have 
been accomplished without the cognisance of the sur- 
rounding nations. Hence the Psalmist, remembering 
these glorious " works of the Lord and His wonders of 
old," breaks out into a lofty appeal to the kingdoms of 
his own age to recognise the hand of Israel's Jehovah. 
(Ver. i), " Make a joyful noise unto God, all ye lands : 
sing forth the honour of His name ; make His praise 
glorious. Say unto God, How terrible art Thou in Thy 
works ! through the greatness of Thy power shall Thine 
enemies submit themselves unto Thee. . . . //e ruleth 
by His power for ever" 

What a glorious rock-shadow in which to take 
shelter ! What an unspeakably comforting assurance, 
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whether to nations or to individuals, that the same 
mighty hand which shattered the chains of the Hebrew 
bondsmen and smote the tongue of the Egyptian sea, 
may be recognised in every event which befalls His 
people — every public calamity, every domestic heart- 
sorrow. Whether it be the bondage and deliverance of 
a nation, or the preparing and withering of a family 
gourd, we can write above all, " He ruleth by His power 
for ever." Whether He smites or heals, darkens or 
gladdens, gives or takes away, it is ours to say, in the 
words of this inspiring hymn (vers. 8, 9), " Oh) bless 
our God, ye people, and make the voice of His praise to 
be heard, which holdeth our soul in life'* Life is His. 
He kindles the spark, and, when He sees meet. He 
quenches it. Death is but the revocation of His own 
grant, the lapsing of the lease into the hands of life's 
great Proprietor. " He tumeth man to destruction, and 
saith, Eetum, ye children of men." 

The Psalm is supposed by some to have been spe- 
cially composed by David on the occasion of that great 
festival at the end of his reign, when, after having col- 
lected material for his projected Temple on Mount 
Moriah, " all Israel " assembled, at the summons of their 
aged king, and in response to his appeal " consecrated 
their service unto the Lord." What could be more 
natural than for the minstrel monarch, at such a time, 
to revert in the first instance to God's wonderful trans- 
actions with them as a nation ever since the hour of the 
Exodus ; and then to pass to a personal retrospect of 
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His dealings with himself throughout his chequered 
history, from the morning of his life in the valleys of 
Bethlehem till now, when the sun was westering and 
the shadows were falling ? He too had to tell of varied 
sorrows. He too had to tell of ' early graves,' ay, and 
of sadder than early graves. He too had been ^^ tried 
as silver is tried ; " " brought through fire and through 
water," and had " afiiiction laid upon his loins." But 
even in the mingled retrospect, in which all these figures 
of speech met, — the furnace, the net, the fire, the flood, 
the sackclothed loins, — ^he could see mercy — ^rich, unde- 
served-mercy, mingUng with and tempering judgment. 
The dark clouds of his stormy life-career were alter- 
nated with glorious sunshine, the dreary spots of the 
wilderness were far outnumbered by the green. Shel- 
tering palms stood conspicuous amid stretches of barren 
sand. And remembering how graciously God had heard 
his prayers in the past, succoured him in trouble, and 
made his earthly trials conspire for the good of his soul, 
we can understand how appropriately he records his 
votive resolve in ver. 13, "I will go into Thy house 
with burnt-offerings ; I will pay Thee my vows which 
my lips have uttered and my mouth hath spoken when 
I was in trouble. I will offer unto Thee burnt sacri- 
fices of fatlings, with the incense of rams ; I will offer 
bullocks with goats. Come and hear, all ye that fear 
God, and I will declare what He hath done for my soul." 
He gives to God all the glory of his past deliverances 
and triumphs. He takes none to himself. ^' Sing forth," 
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he says, ^^ the hononr of His name, . • . wUch suffereth 
not our feet to be moved." 

The Psalm and its many devout and instructive 
sentiments was designed for the Church of God and 
believers in every age. Its lessons are not local but 
universal. The safe and triumphant passage of Israel 
through the Bed Sea and the Jordan of old, are pledges 
of covenant mercy to His people in all times and in all 
seasons of affliction. Through every sea of sorrow and 
trouble He makes a passage for them; gives songs in the 
night, takes off their sackcloth, and girds them with 
gladness. It is a striking assertion, which we have 
before alluded to in a previous meditation, but which 
we may once more note in its place in the triumphant 
Hymn where it occurs : — " They went through the 
flood on foot ; " — (the place where we might have ex- 
pected nothing but trembling and terror, anguish and 
dismay), — " there," says the Psalmist, " did we rejoice 
in Him." 

How many there are who can endorse this as their 
experience, that " there," in their very seasons of dis- 
tress and sadness, they have been enabled, as they never 
did before, to triumph and rejoice ! How near their 
God in covenant is brought ! how brightly shine His 
promises ! In the day of their prosperity they cannot 
Bee the brilliancy of these. Like Jacob at Jabbok, it 
is when their earthly sun goes down that the Divine 
Angel comes forth, and they wrestle with Him and pre- 
vail. It was at night, " in the evening," Aaron lit the 
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sanctuary lamps. It is in the night of trouble the 
brightest lamps of the believer are often kindled. It 
was in his loneliness and exile John had the glorious 
vision of his Redeemer. There is many a Patmos still 
in the world, whose brightest remembrances are those 
of God's presence and upholding grace and love, in soli- 
tude and sadness. How many pilgrims, still passing 
through these Bed Seas and Jordans of earthly afflic- 
tion, will be enabled in the retrospect of eternity to say, 
— full of the memories of God's great goodness, — 
" THERE " — ^in those dark experiences, with the surging 
waves on every side, deep calling to deep, Jordan, as 
when Israel crossed it, in * the time of overflowing ' 
(flood), — ^yet " there did we rejoice in Him ! " 

It was when the disciples wore in their hour of ex- 
tremity, during the storm on Gennesaret, giving them- 
selves up to the hopelessness of despair, that, " in the 
fourth watch of the night," when darkness was deepest 
and danger greatest, the great Deliverer appeared on 
the crested wave — " Jesus went unto them, walking on 
the sea ! " It was, as we have already seen, when the 
bereft of Bethany had, as they imagined, consigned the 
fond treasure of their affections to everlasting silence ; 
and, as they were sitting in the pillaged home, wonder- 
ing at the mysterious delay on the part of the One 
Being who could alone have arrested that winged arrow 
which had laid low the pride of their hearts ; — at that 
crisis-hour the great Conqueror of death appeared, to 
"evive the smouldering ashes of their faith, and reani- 
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mate the joy and prop of their existence ! " Unless 
the Lord had been my help, my soul had almost dwelt 
in silence!" And even when He does not appear 
visibly to snccour; when some treasured comfort is 
vdthdrawn ; or when deliverance from some threatened 
earthly trial or threatened evil is not vouchsafed; when 
cradles are emptied and youthful voices silenced, it is 
in order that we may the more surely find our only and 
all-sufficient Portion in Him. The shelter of the canvas 
tent is removed. But it only the more endears to us 
the shadow of the Great Rock. Observe the difference 
between the failing of the worid's consolations and re- 
fuges and joys, and those of the true Christian : — ^When 
the worldly man mourns his dried-up brooks, or his 
stripped and dismantled tents, he has lost his all — he 
has nowhere else to turn ; there is nothing left him but 
the waterless channel — the dreary outlook of blighted 
desert, — the tear of despair — the broken heart — the 
grave ! In the case of the believer, when one blessing 
is withdrawn, his God has other spiritual comforts for 
him in reversion. He may have too good cause to 
appropriate the words, as descriptive of his domestic 
joys — " And it came to pass, after a while, that the 
brook dried up " (i Kings xvii. 7) ; " Suddenly are my 
tents spoiled, and my curtains in a moment " (Jer. iv. 
20). But " happy is the man who hath the God of 
Jacob for his help, whose hope is in the Lord his God." 
" Sing forth," then, to revert to the exhortation of 
the writer of this psalm, "the honour of His name, and 
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make His praise glorious." There are, we repeat. 
Boasons, those whose eyes fall on these pages only know 
too well, when we cannot tiine this harp of broken 
strings, — when the summons of the 5th verse is more 
appropriately ours, '' Come, and see the works of God: 
He is terrible in Hia doing towards the children of men;" 
when wo have to say unto Him, ''How terrible art 
Thou in Thy works ! " But while justice and judg- 
ment are the habitation of His throne, mercy and 
truth go continually before His face. While " God 
hath spoken once, yea, twice ,have I heard this, that 
POWER belongoth unto God ; also unto Thee, O Lord, 
bolongoth MERCY." " We went through fire and 
through water, but Thou broughtest us out into a 
wealthy place ! " 

Occupying now the glorious place of security, which 
can alone bo found in Christ and His finished salvation, 
lot us commit the keeping of our souls, and of all near 
and dear to us, to Him for the future in well-doing ; 
knowing that there will be no floods or fires sent but 
what He appoints ; and, if sent, let us seek to be able 
to say, " Thy will be done ! " That so we may come at 
lost to stand without fault before the throne, with every 
flood passed, every fire quenched, every tear dried. 
With room found for all whom death has severed firom 
us in that " wealthy place " above ; and confident 
then, at least, that the Divine dispensations and deal- 
ings were for our good, we shall be able to utter the 
invitation of this inspired minstrel, at the close of his 
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song, — " Come, and hear, all ye that fear God, and 
I will declare what He hath done for my soul." 



ALMIGHTY POWER AND SUFFICIENT GRACE. 

" Oive us day by day our daily bread.**— LvKZ xl. 3. 
'* J^e eternal Qod U thy refuge^ and underneath are the everUuting amu."- 

DcuT. xxxiii. 37. 

I know not ere nightfall 
What comforts may perish. 
What trials may blight all 
I now fondly cherish. 

Bat this doth sustain me, 
Whate*er is betiding, 
Let pleasure or pain be, 
*Tis all Thy providing : 

On Thee ever casting 
The cares that surround me, 
Thine arms everlasting 
Beneath and around me ; 

Then shall I go boldly 
Each day to my calling ; 
Thy grace will uphold me, 
And keep me from falling. 



" Thy shoes shall be iron and brass ; and as thy days, so shall thy ttrength be,' 

Deut. xxxiii. 25. 

How many linger on life's way, 
Forecasting vain their future sorrow; 
He who gives needed strength to-day 
Will give it for that unknown morrow. 
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" Soificient is My grace for thee ; " 
Be this the cure for care's corrodings, — 
*' As is thy day, thy strength shall be," 
May well disperse all dark forebodings. 

Then gamer no redundant store, 
Nor for the future seek to borrow, 
Enough for present use — no more; 
So "take no thought about to-morrow." 



" He hath iaid, Ivill never leave thee norftiTeahe tAM."— Heb. ziiL 5. 

Evening shades fall fast around me; 
Cherished ones no more surround me: 
Grone for ever ! — 

**I will never, 
Never leave thee nor forsake." 

Hushed are voices full of gladness; 
Must I float in lonely sadness 
Down Time's river ? — 

** I will never. 
Never leave thee nor forsake.'' 

Earth's most treasured joys may perish; 
From the gourd I fondly cherish 
Death may sever ! — 

" I will never, 
Never leave thee nor forsake." 



xin. 

THE BLESSEDNESS OF THE HOLY DEAD. 

** AND I HEABD A YOIOE FBOH HEAVEN SAYING UNTO ICE, WBITE, 
BLESSED ABB THE DEAD WHICH DIE IN THE LOBD FBOM HENCE- 
FOBTH." — BEV. xiv, 1 3. 
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THE BLESSEDNESS OF THE HOLY DEAD. 

HE thought is a cheering, hallowed one to many 
a bereft parent — ^the numbers of beloved 
children now in glory. How many mothers 
have little angels before the Throne! How many 
youthfiil tongues beginning to lisp the praises of the 
Saviour on earth have been hushed in the Church below, 
only to resume the unending song in the Church of 
the Glorified ! In a beautiful figurative sense may the 
words of the prophet Zechariah, uttered regarding the 
future earthly Jerusalem, be applied to the Heavenly 
one : " And the streets of the city shall be full of boys 
and girls playing in the streets thereof" (Zech. viii. 5). 
That " voice from heaven " in the verse which heads 
this chapter, with its elevating and triumphant words, 
embraces, among others, these youthful members of the 
Celestial City : — ^a little multitude, among that vaster 
** multitude which no man can number." 

It is vain to inquire from whom this voice, addressed 
to St. John in the words which head this meditation, 
proceeded. This is left indeterminate. It may pos- 
sibly have come from one of the four-and-twenty elders 
ppoken of in a preceding chapter (chap, vii.) ; — possibly 
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it may have emanated from the Great Covenant Angel 
Himself — ^the August Being standing on the sea and 
the earth, with " the little book " in His hand. More 
probably it may have been uttered by one specially 
delegated from the ranks of the ministering spirits, 
who are sent forth to minister to the heirs of salva- 
tion ; some heavenly Barnabas — some " Son of Con- 
solation/' despatched on an errand of comfort to the 
lonely isle of Fatmos and its lonely Apostle-prisoner. 
Be this as it may, his voice has become " loud as the 
sound of many waters ; " for the brief utterance, wafbed 
like a chime from the bells of the Upper Sanctuary, 
has awoke chords of responsive harmony in ten thou- 
sand thousand aching sorrowing hearts in the Valley of 
Tears. 

Nor need we pause too curiously to ascertain the 
precise meaning and import of the term here used, 
" from henceforth." It may simply indicate that, from 
the moment of death, when the spirit, young or old, is 
emancipated from its earthly fetters, that blessedness 
begins ; or, as in the verse immediately preceding, where 
John speaks of "the patience(or endurance) of the saints" 
in the midst of their persecutions, it might be designed, 
in the first instance, as a special word of hope and 
comfort to those who had the prospect for themselves 
and their children of suffering and martyrdom. But it 
is by no means restricted to such. It is a message 
intended and adapted for all time, and for all places, 
and for all ages, wherever there are weeping eyes and 
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bleeding hearts, — aye, too, for those gathered around the 
early deathbed or the early grave. 

'^ Blessed are the dead.^ Startling words are these, 
viewed by themselves and apart from the Gospel. 
^' Blessed are the dead ! " How the death-chamber, it 
may be the little coach or cradle, belies the utterance, 
refuses to countersign the strange benediction ! Where 
is the blessedness in the spectacle of that mute and 
voiceless marble? that shattered casket, from which 
the priceless jewel and glory hcks departed ? for it is 
not the newly-kindled altar-fire only which is quenched, 
but the shrine itself is to be demolished. The green 
Bod or the silent stone is all that is left to memorialise 
departed beauty and promise. No, no! call it not 
" blessed." There can be no gladness, no jubilee, surely, 
here. Stop the music of pipe and tabret ; call in the 
hired minstrels ; put, rather, sackcloth on the loins ; sit 
in dust and in ashes ; say, " Alas, my child ! " " Ah, my 
brother ! " or " Ah, my sister ! " (Jer. xxii. 1 8). Mock 
not the dead, mock not the living with beatitude and 
benediction. The little ship has sailed to the silent 
land, we know not whither. No sign, no look of 
affection can be returned as we wave the tearful 
adieu. There is no retracing of the voyage ; no 
homeward-bound vessel from these distant, mysterious 
shores. We need not hoist the signal ; love need not 
light its beacon to greet the little wanderer, " for he 
shall return no more." 

Such is nature's cold philosophy, nature's sad soli- 

s 
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loquy, uncheered and illumined by the Gospel. Such, 
too, is the sad musing of many to whom that Gospel 
has never come in its quickening and enlightening 
influences, — ^to whom the present is their " be all and 
end all," who when the tempest arises — ^when the 
floods beat, and the winds blow, and the wrecks of 
earthly joy are seen strewing the waters — ^have no 
Rock of Refuge to which they can repair, no " blessed 
hope '* to which they can cling — 

*' Say, ye who tempt 
Tho sea of life, by summer gales impelled ; 

A time will come 
For storms to try you, and strong blasts to rend 
Your painted sails, and shred your gold like chaff 
O^er the wild wave. And what a wreck is man 
If sorrow find him unsustained by God 1 " 

Bereaved parent or parents, you who know what 
the Gospel is in its saving power and its glorious 
illimitable hopes and anticipations, is it over some 
early grave you are now stooping with broken heart 
and tearful eye ? Behold this heavenly vision vouch- 
safed of old to the Seer of Patmos, and be comforted. 
Listen to that accompanying voice with its many 
suggestive solaces. Forecast in thought your departed 
child's future. Conjure up all the possibilities in the 
battle of life — its sore struggles and conflict, and think 
of him or her now ! Trial, and pain, and sorrow, 
never more to be either felt or feared ; serving God 
without interruption. No baffled labour, no crushing 



THE BLESSEDNESS OF THE HOLY DEAD. 275 

disappointments ; no wearing anxieties ; no treacheiy 
of tried and trusted friends ; no dumb secret griefs, 
wUch, unknown to the world, take from life its 
sweetest ingredients; no evU heart of unbeUef; no 
feilure of cherished plans and brilliant hopes ; no sick- 
ness, laying its paralysing hand on successful toil and 
crip;iin™e waLor on L yery eye of conquest ; but 
rather permitted to complete the unfulfilled purpose, 
and, uncloffffed by all material hindrances, to ffo forth, 
shai we sa^in youthful-missions and minlstrirof loyl 
ing service ! It will be " the rest without a rest " of an 
old writer, — the rest that has never known the fatigues 
and weariness of the pilgrim way, — the rest in God. 
" Blessed are such dead ! " Yes ! take these words of 
the unknown Apocalyptic Voice as a brief missive of 
consolation. I repeat, it is beautiful to find in the 
very midst of a book of strange and portentous figura- 
tions — amid its voices of thunder, and flashes of fire, 
and smoke of darkness — ^this gleam of heavenly sun- 
shine, — an olive branch of comfort, borne to the lonely 
exile and lonely heart in the midst of the storm. 

What can more touchingly evince God's tender in- 
terest alike in the dying of every age (every age of 
time and every age of existence), and in those who are 
mourning their departure, than when He thus hushes 
the tempest's breath, that this balm-word may fall first 
on the ears of the island prisoner, and through him on 
the ears of a whole weeping world ? — " From hence- 
forth ! " Before that time how little had the world 
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known, how poorly had it recognised this " blessedness 
of the sainted dead '* ! How hesitating the guesses of 
the noblest heathen regarding '^ the land beyond the 
Stygian river"! AU was vague and uncertain— a 
dreary, dreamy, groping in the dark. Their Elysium, 
too, when spoken of, is one crowded with materialistic 
images, never touching the realm of the spiritual. 
Explorers of the Boman Catacombs, or of their sub- 
terranean treasures transferred elsewhere, have fre- 
quently noted the cheerless, hopeless form in which the 
grief of Pagan mourners is expressed. No Divine, 
loving Hand recognised ; no unerring Wisdom trusted. 
Inexorable Fate is the cold abstraction presiding over 
human destiny. Here is the translation of one such 
inscription from the " Lapidarian Gallery " : — " Caius 
Julius Maximus, aged 2 years and 5 months. O 
relentless Fortune, who delightest in cruel death, why 
is Maximus so early snatched from us ? He who used 
to be beloved in my bosom ! This stone now marks his 
tomb ! Behold his mother ! " While in contrast listen 
to the following well-known and touching inscription 
from the Cemetery of Calixtus (probably of date the 
middle of the third century). It thus begins : — 
" Alexander Mortws non est, sed vrvn super astra. 
In Christo " (Alexander is not dead, but lives beyond 
the stars in Christ).^ What is this, but the translation 
by a sorrowing heart of the far nobler and grander 

^ " 1 ■ I IB^— — ■ ■ 11 ■■■■■■ 1——^ II. ■■ III ^.^.^M^i^l^— ■ I ■ ■ 11 I ■■ 

^ See Boldetti. 
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legend now so familiar to us in this volume, written 
by the great Apostle on the catacombs and graves of 
universal Christendom : — " I would not have you to be 
ignorant, brethren; concerning them which are asleep, 
that ye sorrow not, even as others which have no hope. 
For if we believe that Jesus died and rose again, even 
so them also which sleep in Jesus will God bring with 
Him." 1 

Come, believer! come, mourning parents, to the 
sepulchre of your beloved dead, and '• comfort one 
another with these words." Kindle around their bier 
lamps of fire — ^not the lamps which superstition places 
around the shrines of the departed, but the holy lights 
which God's own servants and God's own Scriptures 
have given you. They have joined the ranks on the 
distant shore, and with child-voice and child-hand 
beckon you to follow. Be not " disobedient to the 
heavenly vision." Grasp their tiny torches of love 
and innocence and dutifulness, as sacred legacies they 
have left to bear you on in your darkened way. And 
if in some cases their bright young example and simple 
faith have bequeathed to you cherished memories, let 
these only consecrate your own resolves and quicken 
your longings and aspirations, 

** Till God*s love set you at their side again." 

Meanwhile, as regards not them but yourselves, as 

^ I Thess. iv. 13, 14. 
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Christians, let all we have said serve to divest the 
closilig'hour and the closing scene of its terrors. 
Death has somewhere been called one of the ^' gates of 
pearl " spoken of in this same Book of Revelation. Not 
so, as we have seen, is it, assuredly, from the earthly 
view. No ! there it is rather a gloomy portal ; stem, 
repulsive, iron-barred. But seen by angels and the 
saintly multitude from "the other side," "every several 
gate was of one pearl " (Rev. xxi. 21). 



THE GATES BEYOND. 

"I shall ealvdy march up to the Co ««."— Dying Words. 
" Through the gata into the ct't^."— Rev. xxii. 14. 

Dear Lord, I resigu ; accepting as Thine 

Whatsoe'er in Thy wisdom awaits ; 
Submissive and still, let me bow to Thy will : 

' I shall calmly march up to the Gates.' 

When the Master shall caU, and the shadows shall fall, 

And all must be left that relates 
To this passing world, with banner unfurled 

' I shall calmly march up to the Gates.' 

My vision grows dim, but I gaze upon Him 

Whose glory no death-gloom abates. 
My warfare is done, and the victory won — 

*I shall calmly march up to the Gates.' 

Lo ! crowding the shore, I see those gone before ; 

From each a glad welcome awaits ; 
No bonds there shall sever ; with Christ, and for ever ; 

* I shall, yoy/i/^, march up to the Gates ! ' 
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NO UNTIMELY GRAVES. 

" A time to die." — Eccles. iii. 3. 
** To die it yain."— Phil. i. ai. 

Let those who make this fleetiug earth their all, 

And its horizon bound their happiness, 

Talk of untimely graves ! No flower can drop 

Too soon, if ripe for gloiy. Early plucked 

Is early bliss. If the great clock of time 

Has in life's sunny morning tolled its knell 

And numbered earthly hours, it hastens heaven. 

An early deathbed is an early crown I 

The best hereditary laurels pale 

Before such peerless honours ; canonised 

Among the good and holy of mankind : 

No patrimony to compare with this. 

Nobler than noblest human epitaph — 

" Blest are the dead departing in the Lord ! " 

If with high festival we keep the day 

Of the frail body's entrance into life, 

And earthly friends are gathered in to oiTcr 

Their joyous gratulations ; shall it be 

With sighs we celebrate the natal hour 

Of the undying spirit, entering 

Its heritage of never-ending bliss ? 

How diverse earth and heaven the closing scene 

Regard ! On Earthy — a spectacle of tears ! 

In speechless agony each knee is bent 

Around the couch, importunate for life, 

While still life's pulses beat. In Heaven is heard 

An invocation also from the lips 

Of mightier tlian mortal Intercessor ; 

Iinmanuel pleads ; but His is not the prayer 

For an extension of the transient breath ; 

He pleads for life immortal as His own. 
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" Father, I will, that this beloved one 
I have redeemed, be with Mo where I am, 
To share the glory Thou hast given Me." 
His voice is heard ! — Omnipotence responds — 
" Son, Thou art ever with Me ; all I have 
Is Thine." To execute the embassy, 
Eager, an unseen retinue attends. 
" Go, angels I — speed ye to the bed of death. 
And bear the ransomed to his early crown ! " 

Wouldst thou prefer that answer had been made 
To the request below or that above ? 
Eternal joys deferred or realised ? 
The cross continued or the kingdom won ? 
Warfare protracted or eternal rest ? 

On earth you hear the stifled sob. In heaven 
The bells of glory ring the joyous chimes — 
'* There shall be no more sin, nor death, nor pain, 
Because the former things are passed away." 

Keep in abeyance selfish love, and say 
Wouldst thou arrest these bright celestials. 
As up they bear their trophy to the skies. 
And bring him back to earth ? Couldst thou entreat 
The righteous Intercessor to revoke 
His wondrous '' will ; " and at the gates of bliss 
When ''the new song " was bursting on his lips. 
Recall the youthful victor, to resume 
The din of battle and the vale of tears T 



HERE AND THERE. 

" And Vurt shall he no more deaths neither torrcw, nor cr)fing, nHOiet AcM Ikert fte 
any more pain : for the former thing* are pasted aioay."— Bby. toI. 4. 

Here oft your joys are fleeting, 
Like tidal waves retreating. 
And leaving rippled footprints upon the sandy shore ; 



THE BLESSEDNESS OF THE HOLY DEAD, 281 

« 

But, in that world of glory, 
No Yoice can tell the story 
Of early griefs and early grayes, and those that are no more. 

Here there are vacant places, 

Here absent yonthful faces. 
Or smUes that mutely greet you from portraits on the wall ; 

But there afiUction never 

The dearest ties can sever, 
Nor the presence of bereavement sad memories recall. 

Your dearest child is mortal, 

He too must pass Death's portal. 
The icy sceptre touches, and the chilling shadow fa]l& 

Rejoice ! — ^through gateway glorious, 

He entereth victorious, 
Upon the everlasting Life, within the jasper- walls I 



PART III. 



ilhtstrattir^ (Sas^s knobm to tire Mriter* 

As already stated in the Preface^ we may well associate many 
** Early Graves," not with Infancy or with Youth alone, hut with 
early Manhood or Womanhood, 

The following, as the above title indicates, are three illustrative 
examples of such, in which the writer had a sacred personal interest. 
He hesitated much about including the first of these, having been 
already published for several years, in fuller detail, under the title 
of*^A Golden Sunset" He feels, however, as if he dare not omit, 
though in an abbreviated form, what, in connection with * early 
death,* occupies so remarkable a place in the ** Treasures of Memory." 
Among a hundred deathbeds which it has been his sad privilege^ in 
the course of a lengthened pastorate to at! end, this uhus by far the 
most remarkckble. 



I. 

A DOMESTIC SERVANT. 
HANNAH BROOMFIELD. 

'* HEBB THBT WEBB WITUIK BIGHT OF THE OITT THET WEBB GOING TO ; 
ALSO HBBE MET THEM SOME OF THE INHABITANTS THEBEOF ; FOB IK THIS 
LAND THE SHINING ONES COMMONLY WALKBD, BEOAUSB IT WAS ON THE 
BOBDEBS OF HEAVEN/' — PILOBIM's PBOGBESS. 

'' * THET NEVBB STOP SINGING THEBB, SIB, DO THET ? ' — BIS THOUGHTS 
WEBB WITH THE ANGELS IN HEAVEN." — ^BISHOP PATTESON'S UFB, Vol. il 
p. 104. 

" HEB MIND STILL WANDBBED AMID GBBEN PA8TUBES, WHEBB SHB WAS 
STILL GATHEBING THE LOVELIEST FLOWEBS, AND WHBBB SHE HIABD THB 
ANGELS SINGING TO HEB." — MEMOBIALS OF A QUIET LIFE, VoL il. p. 246. 

"Dust, to its narrow house beneath, 
Soul, to its place on high : 
They that have seen Thy look in death 
No more may fear to die." 



( 28s ) 




A DOMESTIC SEEVANT. 



HIS young Christian fell asleep on the 2Sth 



January 1874, at the age of twenty-six. 

It was the writer's great privilege to have 
her as a servant in his household ; to be much with 
her during her illness; to be present at the final 
scene, and to follow her to her grave. What follows 
aspires to nothing more than humbly to record the 
story of God's grace in the consistent life and triumph- 
ant departure of one of His lowliest children — a modest 
leaflet added to " the short and simple annals " of the 
Chmtianpoor. 

There is only one disadvantage in which readers are 
placed compared with the writer — ^the inability to have 
their interest augmented by having come into personal 
contact with the original, in her gentle, winning ways. 
It is like the difference between perusing a printed 
speech or sermon, and hearing the same coming fresh 
from the orator or preacher's lips, aided and emphasised 
by impressive look and gesture, and the varying tones 
and modulations of a living voice. No countenance I 
ever saw had, if it may be so termed, such capricious- 
ness in expression. To a casual visitor, it must have 
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conveyed the idea of extreme pensiveness, if not sad- 
ness. Even her hazel eye shared the dulness and 
passiveness, whereas it could be lighted up full of 
beauty and vivacity; and, as we can well testify, it 
glowed in her last days, and more so as death ap- 
proached, with an unearthly lustre. A voice of great 
sweetness, pronunciation devoid of any provincialism, 
ease and gracefulness in her outer deportment, gave 
rise to the frequent remark of strangers, " How lady- 
like she is!" " She would adorn an upper circle ; " and 
yet this wealth of natural grace never made her more 
than she was — ^the humble, faithful, hard-working 
housemaid; and all was glorified by her consistent 
walk as a child of God. 

I wish to avoid by any " colouring " to invest either 
the subject of it or her words with an interest and 
attractiveness which did not belong to them. Her 
deathbed sayings were gleaned by loving hands almost 
as they fell from her lips ; and if not, it was no great 
effort of memory to recall utterances alike so simple, 
so beautiful, and so memorable. Yes, reader ! If 
you had been one of that little group gathered on these 
different occasions around Hannah's dying couch, — if 
you had seen that countenance, and heard the music of 
that voice, you would have ceased to marvel at this 
tribute paid" by a whole family at "a servant's death- 
bed." Those who stood there, "looking steadfastly 
on her, saw her face as it had been the face of an 
angel." You can only be fold of " the golden sun- 
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■ ... 

set ; " — you must have been present to see all the 
varied glory of that setting radiance, an^ to refrain 
bewailing that hers was a sun going down while it was 
yet day. 

Her complaint commenced with pleurisy. She had 
been visibly less able for the household work, accom- 
plished hitherto with thorough satisfaction. Little 
suspecting the cause of some apparent neglects, re- 
proofs gently given were not less gently taken. In- 
deed, her beautiful answers had been the subject of 
special remark before any idea was entertained of the 
depth of her piety and the reality of her consecrated 
Hfe. 

Throughout her illness there was most distressing 
difficulty of breathing ; but there were exceptional in- 
tervals of comparative painlessness, during which she 
was enabled, without much eflfort, to utter her dying 
testimony. Moreover, as we were no less than four 
times assembled to witness her departure and bid her 
farewell, ere the Master's final summons came, — there 
was an extended opportunity of Ustening to and garner- 
ing her last utterances. They will now be given very 
much at random, or rather in the disjointed way in 
which they fell naturally and at intervals from her own 
lips, as her feeble strength permitted. In reading 
over the subsequent pages, the writer must guard those 
who peruse them from the erroneous impression that 
such a gush of pious sentiment flowed in a continu- 
ous stream. Her ebbing strength and frequent suf- 
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fermg would have rendered her unequal to such an 
effort. ^ • 

Her own words in the course of her Hlness, and 
some fragmentary papers and writings found after 
death, will give the only light I possess on her early 
history, and the way in which from her childhood she 
had been brought to value her Bible and love her 
Saviour. 

Her birthplace was one of those sweet rural nooks in 
Devonshire, at Church Staunton, near Honiton,^ where 
she had at an early period (I think when five years 
old), been deprived of a father's care, and left as the 
youthful comforter of a now aged mother, to whose 
support in declining life it was Hannah's chief delight, 
in after-days, to minister from her earnings. The first 
request made by her in our service was, " Please, can 
you advance me a pound ? I wish to send it to my 
mother." Many a sovereign, we have reason to know, 

had been despatched on the same gracious errand. 

Her own natural kindliness of heart, and the grace 
of God which refined and elevated it, made it a life- 
long privilege to repay, as well as she could, these 
years of early devotion. 



^ The following lineB I find by themselves in^ manuscript book, in 
her own handwriting: — 

" O me I my country life that's gone, 
The fields — ^the woods — the flowers, 
The dear old farm — the lane of limes 
We ran to in the showers.*' 
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I think it was the first occasion of her rallying from 
impending death that I ventured to ask the question, 
when she was speaking of her love to the Saviour — 

" Hannah, do you know when it was you were first 
brought to love Jesus ? " • 

" Yes ; I remember well It was at Church Staun- 
ton. Mrs. , the vicar's wife, had a Sunday- 
school. I attended her class. One of the girls died 
suddenly. On assembling as usual on the Sunday 

following, Mrs. spoke very solemnly about our 

companion's early death. She said any of us might 
be called away with the same suddenness, and asked 
us to pray fervently to God that we might be brought 
to love Christ, and thus be prepared to die. I went 
home," she added, " with my heart full. I told mother 
all, and asked her to pray with me. Mother and I 
knelt down together, and she prayed very earnestly; 
from that day my heart was given to Jesus, and it has 
been His ever since." 

Afber pausing a little, she continued, " But I must 

tell you more. For God spoke to me when I was 

young in various ways. I would like to repeat to you 

my favourite verse. It is this, ' I love them that love 

Me, and those that seek Me early shall find Me.' This 

is the reason of my fondness for that verse : it was 

printed on the outside cover of a little book I got. 

The book was about a poor boy who was in the habit 

of going under a tree and praying. I thought, after I 

read it, I would do the same ; and I went, time after 

T 
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time, under a tree and prayed to God, and God an- 
swered me. I have always loved that verse since (for 
I came to love Him).*' 

" We shall always think of you, Hannah," said her 
mistress, " when we read that verse." 

" Yes, you will," she answered ; " you read it in the 
chapter the other morning." (It had come, I remem- 
bered, in the usual course of our family worship.) 

" And so you have loved the Saviour always from 
that time ? " 

" Oh, yes, ever since. I may say, from my child- 
hood, Jesus was always my first thought. It was diffi- 
cult, though, to show that He was so in the midst of 
common work. But He was, you know, nevertheless." 

Speaking of her clergyman in Devonshire. "He 
took such a deep interest in us. I shall never forget 
one sermon he preached on 'Prepare to meet thy 
God.' Tell him," she said with emphasis, " I often 
recalled that sermon, and that his wife was the first to 
bring me to Christ." 

The few writings already referred to, found in 
her trunk after her departure, are specially valuable 
vouchers and attestations to the old saying, that it is 
" holy living which makes happy dying." Among 
these, there are very many notes of sermons fully 
written out, with little annotations and favourite 
pieces of poetry, along with a short series of simple 
prayers — ^very evidently of her own composition, and 
designed to meet her own special wants and tempta- 
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tions. Their errors of spelling, &c., will the better 
autheuticate their genuineness. The rough setting 
imparts, in the present instance, worth and value to 
the jewel. Our space will only admit of two as speci- 
mens of many. 

" Oh heavenly father thou who knowest all the 
secrets of the heart pleace Be my guide in this wicked 
world thou who knowest all things teatch me that 
true godliness wich leads to Everlasting Life do not 
let the tempter have any power over me ' O Lord give 
me wisdom and knowledge to know the truths of thy 
holy Gospel Give me a wise and understanding mind 
write thy commandments in my heart Give me that 
strenth to overcome the wicked one do thou be pleased 
to be my frend and guide and Enlighten me that I 
may serve thee as I ought O heavenly father take 
me in thy kind protections this night do not let me 
give way to my wickness any more Send that 
guardian Angel to protect hear me this night for 
Jesus Christ's sake Give me thy holy Spirit lead me 
the way everlasting. Amex." 

" To-day I have been full of evil thoughts till this 
afternoon I went to hear the sweet message of thy 
love now more clearly I can see how much I have 
neglected thee my everlasting frend I am full of douts. 
But heavenly father give me the strong desiring 
confidence to put all my trust in thee thou only 
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knowest what is good for me teatch me thy will day 
by day and now be pleased to guide me in the way 
thou wouldest have me go let me arise with the full 
assuirence that thou hast heard my pettision pour 
thy Holy Spirit deep into my heart and do thou for 
me more than I ask or think I pray heavenly 
father that I may be with people that love thy holy 
name and give me that clear mind to see my faults 
let me ever strive to follow the footsteps of our blessed 
Saviour let thy merciful hand guide and proteck me 
Give me that firmness to speak of thy holy word 
kind father tak pity on thy child and lead me in the 
right way for Jesus Christ's sake. Amen." 

These are sufficient to show us unmistakably the 
springs of her inner life — ^the fountains which fed and 
animated her daily work, enabling her to do it " heartily 
as unto the Lord and not unto men," and as " serving 
the Lord Christ." They will enable us, too, the better 
to understand and appreciate another phase or expres- 
sion of her spiritual nature, another source of her 
spiritual strength and joy, and which, moreover, unlike 
secret devotion, " could not be hid." Delight in Prayer 
in her case (and especially naturally gifted, as she was, 
with a love of music), had its complement and counter- 
part in the delight of Praise. When the sun rises, 
the groves become vocal with melody. " Speaking to 
yourselves in psalms and hymns and spiritual songs, 
singing and making melody in your heart to the Lord." 
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It was in the course of the third day of her illness 
that she began first, after a violent spasmodic pain 
had sabsided, to repeat a single verse at a time of 
some of her favourite hymns. The first I heard were 
these two opening lines — 

" What is life ? 'tis but a vapour, 
Soon it vanisheth away." 

Then in a little — 



" Why those fears ?— Behold ! 'tis Jesus 
Holds the helm and guides the ship : 
Spread the sails and catch the breezes, 
Sent to waft us through the deep." 

" Oh, these hymns I learnt in childhood ! " she 
exclaimed, her face lighting up with smiles — "My 
clergyman told me they would come to mind on a 
deathbed. And see, it has all come true now." 

During the time of her active service in our house- 
hold, her sweetly modulated voice was fi'equently em- 
ployed in singing those to which she was most partial. 
This was specially the case on Sundays. I think I 
can even now hear her, in the stillness of the summer 
Sunday morning, when the windows and doors were 
open to admit the air, warbling those very strains 
which (embalmed with the name of Jesus), " refreshed 
her soul in death." 

Many sufiering Christians have regarded, as their 
most cherished emblem of heaven, a place of " rest,*' 
Hannah's main idea of the state and place of the 
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glorified — ^what she chiefly liked to picture it — ^was as 
a place of " singing." Over and over, and with ever 
augmenting fervour and beauty, did she speak of it as 
such. When much too weak herself for the eflTort, 
she would beg us all to " slug about Jesus," — " Sing : 
— you sing." And she exacted this pledge — ^which, 
as wijl be afterwards seen, was faithfully redeemed at 
the last — " Mind you all sing when I am dying." 
" Be sure tJien and sing to me. Sing all the time ! " 

The first occasion on which she made reference to 
her mistress of being aware of her danger was by say- 
ing, " We shall meet in heaven ; " and later, " The 
angels are soon coming to fetch me. They have been 
singing to me ! " 

" You'll think of me/' she said to a young fi-iend at a 
later hour of the next day, " You'll always think of me 
in the Te Deum^ won't you, at the part about the angels ? 
I used always to lift up my heart with the angels ! " 

There was nothing of what could be called delirium 
throughout her illness ; but, in moments of greater 
excitement, when her pulse was running high, she 
would point to the upper comer of the room — ^she did 
so more than once — and said she " saw angels circling 
there. Oh, how beautiful ! " 

"The angels are singing, * Glory ! glory! ' Oh, so 
beautiful ! and Jesus at the right hand of God." 

Some time afterwards, I don't remember when, with 
the anticipation of death evidently in her mind, she 
gently asked those by her bedside — 
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" You won't be afraid of this room, will you ? " 

"No," one present replied, "it will always be a 
hallowed room to us, — a little sanctuary," or some- 
thing to that effect. 

" Yes ; you'll think of the angels having stood all 
round. I like to think of the angel wrestling with 
Jacob, and him prevailing." Then she added, for the 
first time, what was a special exhortation on several 
occasions afterwards, " Be brave. It is a great thing 
to be brave, and take up the cross." 

A second time the hymn was sung to which she was 
most partial, " Abide with me." It was at a time 
when her strength had wonderfully revived. With 
what never-to-be-forgotten energy did she join in the 
two lines — 

" When other helpers fail and comforts flee ! " 

also — 

" I fear no foe with Thee at hand to hless 1 " 

Six or seven days had now passed since the com- 
mencement of her illness, but nothing for a moment 
had disturbed her perfect peace. She had " overcome, 
through the blood of the Lamb." 

" Jesus at the right hand of God ! " she exclaimed, 
with her finger gracefully pointing upwards ; and then 
towards another part of the room, as if to her beaten 
foe, " Satan is down there, and Jesus says to him. 
No ! she is mine 1 " At another time she made the 
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similar remark, " Satan is always ready to tempt us ; 
Jesus is saying to him; Go away ; I died for her ! " 

I quoted to her the saying of an aged relative, 
lately departed, " At evening time it shall be light — 

GLORIOUS LIGHT ! " 

She said, "That's beautiful!" and then, with 
radiant countenance, she repeated the words in her 
own earnest way, as if she saw with her own eyes 
through the Heavenly gates, " ' Glorious light ! ' . . . 
* And there shall be no night there ; and they need no 
candle, neither light of the sun, for the Lord God 
giveth them light.' " 

The heart that most bled for her, — ^the reader will 
at once surmise why, — here gave way. In a sweet 
voice, and without agitation, she sought to comfort 
him — 

" Poor George ! don't cry so. We shall soon meet 
again. I am going to Jesus. You are going too, 
won't you ? You will be sure to take up the cross. 
But you must give up a great deal to do this. 
When you are tempted to evil thoughts or deeds, 
pray to Jesus. There is nothing wrong in the 
thought, — nothing wrong in the temptation ; but it is 
the yielding to it that is wrong. Try and battle 
against that. They will laugh at you, George ; but 
don't mind. Eemember it is a thorny path; but 
le h*ave. I used always to go to Jesus to help me 
through the gloomy way. I was laughed at for my 
religion when in service in London. Nobody, where I 
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was, cared about Jesus or went to church. But I am 

so glad to have borne it so well now. Be brave ; it is 

a great thing to be brave ! " 

Looking, by and by, up to the same friend, in whom 

her earthly happiness was so bound, " I am sorry to 

leave you, George ; we should have been so happy. If 

I live (but remember GocCs vnlt), what a pretty little 

garden we'll have, with flowers all round ; but there is 

a happier home. ... I am fond, very fond, of all that 

hymn, * God of Bethel,' but I like the middle verse 

best — 

** 'Through each perplexing path of life 
Our wandering footsteps guide ; 
Give us each day our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide.' " 

Pausing for a little, she commenced, falteringly but 
sweetly (we all helped the feeble effort) — 

" Abide with me from mom to eve, 
For without Thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without Thee I dare not die." 

These, and other future utterances, were not said 
without many breaks. The cough and difficulty in 
breathing prevented this; and it would have been 
wrong to have allowed her to exhaust herself and 
imperil the least hope of ultimate recovery. But 
when her thoughts had been a little time at work, 
and frail strength permitted, she would break in, as 
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she did with the following, though I forget the special 

time — 

" See ! people cannot repent when they are so ill ; 

I couldn't. Oh, tell them," she exclaimed, " to love 

God now ! Jesus grieves every day for those who 

won't come to Him." Turning, shortly after, to her 

mistress, she, with earnest sweetness of voice, repeated 

the verse — 

" 'Tis easier work if we begin 
To serve the Lord betimes/' 

and immediately after, as if the mystery of her early 
removal had occurred to her — 

** A flower when offered in the bud, 
Is no vain sacrifice." 

• 

Speaking of her own assured peace, she added, 
"Jesus is always near. The devil has gone quite 
away. Jesus won't let him come near me." 

Though her decided preference evidently was to 
receive, without further delay, the invitation of her 
Heavenly Father, " Come up hither," yet at times there 
was the revival within herself of a hope that she might 
still be raised up again. " I would rather go," she 
said often ; but once, when about to take some pre- 
scribed nourishment that might possibly recruit her 
failing strength, she very beautifully thus left the 
result in the hands of the Great Physician, "Now, 
Jesus, if Thou wilt ; Thy will be done ! " 

To messages sent from kind neighbours and friends 
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inquiring how she was, she said, '^ If I die, tell them 
how happy I am." 

The question was asked, " Are you suffering much 
in your chest now ? " 

" No," she replied, with a gentle voice, " I am not 
suffering ; I shouldn't mind if I did." And then, by a 
natural transition, she began to '^ consider Him that 
endured such contradiction of sinners against Him- 
self." "When Jesus fasted forty days," she said, 
" what a temptation it must have been ! And the 
devil, too, was with Him all that time! Then the 
angels came after, and ministered unto Him. They 
had been longing to go and do it all the while ; but, 
you see, they must wait the appointed time." All 
hymns seemed to have had a preciousness to her. But 
her chief favourite, and no wonder, was the one 
already mentioned — "Abide with me; fast falls the 
eventide." 

Months before her "eventide shadows" had any 
appearance of " falling," when none of us for a moment 
dreamt of this early " sunset," we had been specially 
familiar with these lines on her lips in her everyday 
work, and, as previously noted, on Sundays. They 
seemed to have a deeper meaning and augmented 
preciousness, now that the night was far spent, and the 
day — ^the glorious day — ^was at hand ! " Jesus, Jesus ! " 
she said, " but always with the crosSj you know." 
Shortly after, perhaps again under the influence of 
slight excitement produced by the fever, the other pic- 
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tare presented itself which so frequently floated before 
her mental vision — " she saw heaven opened." 

One present, an invalid, felt suddenly unwell, over- 
come with the fatigue of the long watching. Hannah 
imagined it was the effort of singing, and immediately 
said — 

" Does it tire you, though ? You're fighting the 
battle too." She added, a little after, to the same — 
"You will not have such a hard fight as I have. 
Jesus won't let you suffer so much. God knows you 
are not so strong in body as I am to bear it." 

As the difficulty of breathing was increasing, we felt 
it was hurtful for Jier to attempt singing, and we dis- 
suaded her from the effort. 

"But I soon shall, and that for ever and ever. 
They say," she added, with a sweet smile, " what people 
liked best on earth in spiritual things, they'll do in 
heaven. So I am sure I shall be always singing. I 
always was fond of it, wasn't I ? " 

Her wishes were gratified by taking up one of her 
favourites — 

** Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee, 
Lamb of God, I come." 

The breathing was very distressing, but patience 
had its perfect work. No word of murmuring from 
first to last escaped her lips, saving at times the prayer, 
as she wiped the perspiration from her brow, " Jesus ! 
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come ! come qnickly ! " A great and ever-preseut 
thought, which doubtless served mightily to sustain 
her, was the wonderful patience and submission of her 
Blessed Lord. With indescribable pathos she once 
exclaimed, in one of those vehement struggles for 
breath, "Dear Jesus! dear Jesus! He suffered 
thirty years, and then they put the crown of thorns 
upon Him, and spat upon Him ! And how patient He 
was ! I have tried to be patient. But think of all He 
bore for us ! And then, when we suffer, we deserve it." 
One of the most affecting references she made was, 
I think, on the third occasion we had gathered, as we 
had imagined, to witness her happy departure. It 
was that strong, tender, filial love, reverting to distant 
Devonshire, and to the aged mother who had made her 
childhood happy, and also had her own share, under 
God, in making her deathbed peace. Her strength 
was quite exhausted, and power of utterance almost 
gone. But we never can forget the quick, anxious, 
but tenderly-expressive look she cast first on George, 
who was standing at one side of her bed. All she 
could say was one word, but the way it was said 
spoke volumes — " Mother!" She turned, or attempted 
to turn, to the other side of the bed where I was, and 
repeated the same sacred name — " Mother ! " It was 
enough. A pledge was willingly given that this fare- 
well trust would not be forgotten. With one wave of 
the hand, resuming her old posture on her pillows, she 
said, " Then I die happy ! " 



302 A DOMESTIC SERVANT. 

Lowly as her lot was, she seemed to have felt 
peculiarly the responsibility as a Christian of showing 
her colours, and not being ashamed of Jesus. 

" When you're with woridly people," as she simply 
expressed it, " you can't bring out Jesus. But for all 
that, you can keep Jesus in your heart, and know that 
you love Him. He knows all our infirmities. I would 
like to go to-night ; but God's will be done. If I Kve, 
I must bring others to Christ. I wish all would love 
Jesus ! If all the world would join Christ, wouldn't it 
be beautiful ? " Then, with this feeling of responsi- 
bility in her thoughts, and the need of being "brave," 
she attempted to join the tune to the words — 

* * Onward, Christian soldiers, 
Marching as to war ; 
With the cross of Jesus 
Going on *' 

Then she stopped, saying, " But oh ! I mustn't sing." 
After a time of quiet watching and silence she said, 
" How I like that hymn ! — 

" * Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are.' " 

Happening to be down-stairs, she sent a special 
message that she wished to see me. On going, she 
said, " Oh, I just wanted to ask you about departed 
spirits. Is it likely, as I think I have heard it said, 
that they will go to some other state immediately after 
death, and not at once to heaven ? " 
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I simply replied, " ' Verily I say unto thee, To-day 
shalt thou be with me in paradise ; ' * To depart, and 
to be with Christ, which is far better.' " 

" Oh, yes," she answered, " that is just what I 
thought. That is all I wanted. Tell mother, I die 
happy ; and to come too ; and to pray hard that she 
may come." 

It would have been strange if, among her many 
cherished hymns, she had omitted " Rock of Ages." 
It was not forgotten. We sang all together the three 
most beautiful verses of it. Despite of increasing 
weakness, she made the eflfort, though feeble, to join 
in the lines — 

" Simply to Thy cross I cliug,*' 
and 

•* When I draw this fleeting breatli." 

But the struggle was gradually increasing. 

" God knows I could not bear this long," she ex- 
claimed. " But He will not try us above that we are 
able to bear." 

To a young friend at her bedside whom she heard 
heaving a sigh, she said, with a voice of gentle re- 
proof, " You're sighing : — not so — sing cheerfully ! " 

Her request was obeyed, at all events after a short 
time. Another of her favourites was taken up by 
those present. • The spasm was for the time over, and 
she evidently enjoyed and was soothed by it — 

** How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 1 " 
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She even endeavoured to join in with a smile at any 
part she particularly liked. When she came to the 
verse, " Weak is the eflfort of my heart," the attempt 
was greatly too much for her : a flush sufiused her 
face, and we had to tell her she must do no more 
than listen. When finished, she said, "That's so 
pretty." 

In making a kindly reference to one present, she 
said, "These are the talents. Each of us has got 
our talent. I fancy I see Jesus walking up to you, 
and saying, ' Well done, good and faithful servant.' " 

That last word reminds me, that not only did she 
employ her own humble talent well as a servant, 
" good and faithful," but she was grateful and thankful 
for the lowly position which Providence had assigned 
her on earth, rather than one higher in the social 
scale. " You see," she said, " Jesus was always with 
the poor. I have often thought what a good thing it 
is to be poor. We have only to work, and we have 
not the show and fashion to keep up." 

Not long after this, we had again (for it was a con- 
stant alternation of conflicting feeling) resigned all 
hope of her restoration. Imagining that her own sun 
was really to set before the shades of night had fallen on 
the outer world, I had even gone up to the churchyard 
at Chiselhurst, to make selection of a piece of ground 
for the precious dust to repose. I knew that to one 
who had so conquered the last enemy there would be 
no harm in making reference, on my return, to the 
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cause of absence. Indeed, she had in the morning 
said, " You'll bury me where you can go and see where 
I'm laid." 

" Hannah, do you know I have been up choosing a 
sweet spot for your grave ? " 

With a most pleased and astonished look she replied, 
" Fancy ! and there will be room for all ! — And there 
is a chime of bells ! How beautiful that will be on 
Sundays ! " 

With intense earnestness, as if to make quite sure 
of the eternal safety and happiness of the one who 
claimed her deepest regard, " Bring him to God." 

The growing conviction was stealing upon her that 
the final parting could not now be far distant. 

The last time I was ill " (she had a serious illness 
seven months previously) " I was like Hezekiah," she 
said ; " I prayed to be made well, and God heard me. 
You remember Hezekiah praying about the shadow on 
the sundial ? But now, God thinks I must come." 

Contrary to all expectation, however, the feeble, 
flickering spark was again, next morning, fanned into 
reviving light, and another day's respite was obtained. 
Could it be that the Great Master had ordained a little 
more suJBfering to elicit the manifestation of more 
patience ? There seemed to us little dross to be puri- 
fied by keeping longer in the furnace. Or, doubtless, 
was it not rather to let others see " in the midst of the 
furnace," One with her, " like unto the Son of God ! " — 

and giving her dying grace for her dying day ? She her- 

U 
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self was more than willing to go. " To be with Christ," 
she felt and expressed again and again, would be '^ far 
better." " I would rather go. I would mTich rather go. 
But perhaps He won't let me come to Him yet. There 
may be more to do for Him. There is that verse," 
she added, " * If it be Thy will, let this cup pass.' " 

The well-known hymn was sung to her, " Thy will 
be done." On coming to the words, " All that now 
makes it hard to say," she interrupted — " But it isn't 
hard for me. It isn't so bad as you think." We all 
saw too manifestly it was hard enough. But she had 
spoken to herself the words she had addressed to others 
— « Be brave ! " 

" You must all come to this, you know," as she saw 
us standing around, powerless to help her in the sore 
physical struggle. 

George said, " We shall all think of you when we 
do." 

" Yes, and I shall be waiting you when you die, to 
try and cheer you. Are there not guardian angels ? 
I hope I may be made a guardian angel to you all. I 
suppose every one has an angel to support them. I 
wonder if I shall be a supporting angel ? If I am, I 
should say, * Be brave.' " 

" All my illness through, I haven't had one unhappy 
thought. Jesus had to carry His cross thirty years ; I 
have only had to carry mine a fortnight. Not so long." 
• .•••••• 

^* Yes, see how He suffered ! * I find no fault in 
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Him.' How could lie ? " Then reverting to her own 
tossingSj she began to repeat — 

** Tossed with rough winds, and faint with fear, 
Above the tempest, soft and clear, 
Wbat still, small accents greet mine ear ? 

*Tis I ; be not afraid I " 

This finished, she repeated another verse — 

** Mine eyes are watching round thy bed, 
Mine arms are underneath thy head, 
My blessing is around thee shed : 

'Tis I ; be not afraid ! " 

She was very grateful to her skilful doctors. " Such 
kind, good doctors ! — ^they would like to get me well, 
wouldn't they ? Wasn't that beautiful," she remarked, 
" what Jesus said to Mary — ' She hath done what she 
could ' ? Poor doctor ! he seemed sorry this morning 
I was not getting well. He * did all he could.' " 

It was about the same time she asked for a favourite 
little dog. He jumped into her bed, and she kissed 
him. She had always fondled this little creature like 
a child. "With that strange instinct so often observed, 
the spirit of the animal seemed to droop for days dur- 
ing her illness. He usually resented the intrusion 
even of a single stranger into the house. He was 
silent when many strange feet were conveying her 
down-stairs for her last long home ! 

I feel it is unnecessary to transcribe minutely other 
remarks made by her, all interesting to us. 
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Her mind, actively rambling from subject to subject, 
always — ^like the magnetic needle, true to its pole — 
reverted to the loved theme — " Jesus Christ, and Him 
crucified." 

" Oh, think of a whole day upon the cross : — a 
WHOLE day ! And Ood left Him, you know ! Yes ; 
the Father! And He was crucified between two 
thieves ! " 

I repeated the Nutic Bimittis, with which, in her 
Church service, she was so familiar — " Lord, now 
lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace, according to 
Thy word." There I had stopped; but with great 
energy, or at least with all the energy her feeble 
strength admitted, she added, " For mim eyes have seen 
Thy salvation,^' 

I forget what hymn was by and by being sung, but 
she attempted to join, and we endeavoured, as pre- 
viously, to dissuade her from the effort. " You must 
really not try to sing." 

" Ah ! in heaven I shall," she replied with a gentle, 
submissive smile — " You can't stop me there. At every 
deathbed there should be singing all round." 

To a young visitor, who had been with us for some 
weeks, and who came up to her room to see her for the 
last time, she turned and said — 

" You'll try too, won't you ? You're young, and it'll 
be so easy. You'll have to come to this (meaning a 
deathbed), and then you'll be so happy. I haven't 
had one anxious thought all the time I've been ill." 
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John Newton's lines, from another hymn of her 
childhood, here recalled themselves to her memory — 

'* As when the weary traveller gains 
The height of some commanding hill, 
His heart revives, if o'er the plains 
He sees his home, though distant still ; 

So when the Christian pilgrim views 

By faith his mansion in the skies, 
That sight his fainting strength renews, 

And wings his speed to reach the prize." 

'^ Moses saw the promised land," she remarked, 
^^ and didn't enter it." I anticipated her allusion, and 
said, " Yes, it is different with you. You will both see 
and enter it." She smiled sweetly, and said — 

" Don't you think that what you love most to do on 
earth you will do in heaven ? If I'm in heaven, I 
shall love to think of you all. On Easter-day I used 
to sing the Hallelujah so happily ; I shall be sure to 
be singing of it. You'll think of me then too, won't 
you ? " 

A little before this, she said to me — " I took the 
Communion, for the first time, the day on which Jesus 
was crucified." 

I said, " I scarcely understand what you mean " (I 
thought she was perhaps wandering a little). 

" Oh, it was on Good Friday, you know ; and I never 
can forget that day. It was a solemn one to me. We 
sang that hymn in church — 
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** ' Father, remove this bitter cup. 
If Buch Thy sacred will ; 
If not, then let me drink it up 
Thy pleasure to fulfil.* 

Be sure and tell Dr. R " (the able conductor of a 

Sunday class) " how blest his instructions have been to 
me." She sent also a grateful message to her clergy- 
man, telling the special impression she had received 
from a recent Advent sermon — " Let us put on the 
armour of light/' coupled with the request that he 
would officiate at her funeral. " I never can forget 
that sermon about the armour ; — agoing to fight. The 
Christian's is a hard fight." 

The early part of the night passed without any 
material change. But we were all suddenly summoned 
to her room at early morning dawn. Her " Angels " 
seemed really at last to have been sent with the mes- 
sage — "The Master is come, and calleth for thee." 
We sought farther to guide her thoughts by simply 
repeating the verses — " Father, into Thy hands I* com- 
mend my spirit ; for Thou hast redeemed me, O Lord 
God of truth." " Father, I will that they also whom 
Thou hast given Me be with Me where I am, that they 
may behold My glory." 

She took us all in succession by the hand, and 
sweetly said, " Good-bye." 

" Good-bye," she said, shaking hands with her 
fellow-servant. "Good-bye, L ; L , you'll 
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love Christ, won't you ? You would be so happy 
now." 

To George — " Good-bye, George. It is only the cross 
on earth — and then, for ever, and ever, and ever ! " 

To her mistress — " You'll come too ? If I know when 
you're coming, won't I run to meet you ? " 

" You'll all come soon, won't you ? " 

Kindly acknowledging any little services that had 
been rendered in this time of sickness, she most touch- 
ingly stretched out her pale finger, and pointing first to 
one and then to another, said, " He will say to yoUy and 
to you, and to you, ' Inasmuch as ye have done it 
unto one of the least of these, ye have done it unto 
Me.' " 

After this there were intervals of impressive silence. 

Still assembled around her bed, we hardly liked to 
disturb her with any words, but we knew that even our 
mute sympathy would be pleasing. 

The struggle in her labouring chest was most severe. 
On a mouthful of water being given her, she said — 

" Jesus hadn't a cup of water given to Him as I 
have." She repeated, but unable to get farther than 
the first line — 

** God, our Help in ages past I " 

So conscious did she seem herself that she was now 
" ready to be ofiered," that she looked expressively at a 
young friend to fulfil the last promise. And as if time 
were precious, in the midst of her hard breathing she 
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uttered with diflSculty, yet very earnestly, the word, 
''Sing!'' 

The request dared not be refused. As most appro- 
priate to the increasingly solemn hour, we selected what 
we knew was most familiar to her. Accordingly, two 
verses were sung of " Rock of Ages ; " and, as she was 
able to bear it (and only one verse at a time) from 
" For ever with the Lord," " Sweet Saviour, bless us 
ere we go," " I lay my sins on Jesus," Ac. 

In the interval we commended her departing spirit 
in brief prayer to the God who gave it. 

She had been brought back thrice before from the 
very gates of death ; and although for a fourth time, 
from the lips of Him with whom all things are possible, 
the Divine mandate might yet be uttered, " Thou shalt 
live, and not die," her own preferences were again thus 
audibly expressed, " I don't want to come back. We 
shall all meet, and all sing together." 

The final verses repeated to her were manifestly too 
true : — should I not rather say, joyfully appropriate ? — 

" The hour of my departure's come, 
I hear the voice that calls me home ; 
At last, O Lord, let trouble cease. 
And let Thy servant die in peace. 



« 



I come, I come, at Thy command, 
I give my spirit to Thy hand ; 
Stretch oat the everlasting arms, 
And shield me in the last alarms." 
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Yes, after a brief interval, a temporary InU, mduced 
by an opiate, the closing hour, — now in all its im- 
pressive solemnity, did come. The fight was ended, 
and the early crown in view ! 

Utterance had failed. But while consciousness still 
remained, I asked — they were the last words to her — 
" Is all perfed peace f " 

A gentle inclination of her head gave the sign. 

The promise, extracted many days before, was not 
forgotten. The loved, and to us always now the 
doubly-loved and consecrated strain, rose from trembling 
lips,— 

** Abide with me, fast falls the eventide, 
The darkness deepens, Lord, with me abide ; 
While other helpers fail and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me ! 

Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes. 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies ; 
Heaven's morning breaks as earth's vain shadows flee, 
In life, in death, dear Lord, abide with me." 

These two verses alone were sung. Indeed, I almost 
thought when we reached the words, " Heaven's morn- 
ing breaks," that consciousness ceased, and that her 
favourite hymn here, was finished with the angels. 

" Now, just as the gates were opened to let them in, 
I looked in after them ; and behold the city shone like 
ihe sun, and in the streets walked many with crowns 
on their heads, palms in their hands, and golden harps 
to sing praises withal." 
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Even outer uature seemed to be in sweet harmony 
with the scene. It would surely have been in accord- 
ance with her own heart's desire, that it was on a lovely 
Sunday afternoon that she was called to the Rest of the 
Glorified ; and when the near and distant church bells 
were heard that evening ringing in their worshippers, 
we thought of the recent entrant -into the Church of 
the Firstborn, singing " the new song " in the everlast- 
ing Sabbath ! 

There she lay, " beautiful in death," with the rich 
tresses of her dishevelled hair forming a kind of halo 
around the pale countenance. A well-known face of 
Guide suggested itself to more than one of us as we 
gazed on the yet unclosed eyes, looking up to the 
ceiling where she had seen and heard the angels sing- 
ing. She was with them now. 

"The CROSS," "Be brave," " Sing," " Always sing- 
ing." These repeated words of hers seemed, to the ear 
of faith, to come like chimes wafted down to earth 
from the distant bells of glory — first the Cross, then 
the Crown ; first Fighting, then Singing. 

" Fight the fight, Christian, 
Jesus IB o'er thee ; 
Klin the race. Christian, 
Heaven is before thee. 

Thee from the love of Christ 

Nothing shall sever ; 
Mount when thy work is done, 

Praise Him for ever." 
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" Bury me," she said, " where yoa can see my 
grave." 

The dying wish was fulfilled. The sun smiled on 
the day of her funeral, as on the day of her death. 
Bunches of lauristinus, ivy, and holly, and a few other 
evergreens, were culled by the same loving hands that 
had ministered at her sickbed, and were weaved into 
two tasteful wreaths — the one to be dropped on her 
coffin, the other laid on the top of her grave. 

I need not describe more. The scene was deeply 
impressive. The tolling of the village bell greeting 
the bearers of the dead; then advancing under the 
picturesque " Lich-gate," so peculiar to Kent church- 
yards; and listening, with uncovered heads, to the 
glorious words which have so often broken the silence 
or dried the tears of mourners — "I know that my 
Eedeemer liveth, and that He shall stand at the latter 
day upon the earth ; and though, after my skin, worms 
destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God." 
Then the procession to the old church, in which words 
of life and immortality were again spoken. Then the 
last scene of all — standing by the newly upturned 
grave ; the sun slowly westering behind the old elm- 
trees, and gilding the tiles of the neighbouring chapel, 
under whose modest roof repose the remains of the 
illustrious Imperial exiles. Never surely were the 
words of the English ritual for the dead more fitly 
spoken — " Forasmuch as it hath pleased Almighty God, 
of His great mercy, to take unto Himself the soul of 
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our dear sister here departed, we therefore commit her 
body to the ground, ... in sure and certain hope of 
the resurrection to eternal life, throngh our Lord Jesus 
Christ." 

Reposing in what she herself well called " a beautiful 
spot," we could think of her loved Angels, now hover- 
ing over the precious, because redeemed dust, — ^keep- 
ing holy vigils, only to be terminated at the bridal day 
of the Church triumphant, when the trump of God shall 
summon Death to surrender his prey. 

"Dust, to its narrow house beneath ; 
Soul, to its place on high : 
They that have seen thy look in death 
No more may fear to die." 



*'TUE CITY OF THE CRYSTAL SEA." 

"Itato the holy dtpf New Jerutalem.'* — Rev. xxl. 2. 

" And the city was pure gold, like unto clear glaes." — Rev. zxi. 18. 

"And b^ore the Throne there was a tea ofglase like unto crystal." — Rev. iv. & 

** Come, father, mother, Elsie dear, I like you near me now, 
For I feel the icy finger laid already on my hrow ; 
Come near and sit beside me, as my strength is failing fast ; 
Could I only take you with me, then Death's anguish would be past ; 
My Saviour-God is calling me — I know it is His voice. 
For you I grieve, but for myself I only can rejoice : 
Oh, do not weep — for short the time our parting is to be : 
We shall meet in the City of the Crystal Sea. 



A DOMESTIC SERVANT. 317 

*'I hoped to live for longer years, and even now I Beem 
At times to think this deathbed is but a passing dream : 
I gladly would have lengthened out my childhood's sunny years, 
I never liked to hear this earth miscalled a Vale of Tears. 
As winter came and winter went, 1 never seemed to tire, 
As merrily our voices rang around the parlour fire ; 
But round that winter hearth now, a vacant seat must be : 
For I'm going to the City of the Crystal Sea. 

" I had hoped that, as in years gone by, so still would I have been 

A happy joyous playmate upon the village green : 

I had hoped to go in spring-time with my basket and my hood, 

To search for yellow primroses with Elsie in the wood. 

Yes, when spring and early summer came, to pluck the hawthorn 

spray, 
And roam o'er banks of wild flowers throughout the livelong day : 
To listen to the singing birds and humming of the bee ; 

Far distant seemed the City of the Ciystal Sea. 

"It was this day, three months ago, I spoke of Christmas time. 
When the bells above the snow-wreaths would ring their merry 

chime, 
How busy then I thought would my fingers now have been, 
In decking porch and lich-gate in their di^pery of green ; 
In decking all the church, too, till the short day's sunshine fails. 
The pillars and the lectern and the pulpit's oaken rails ; 
But other and far better things are in reserve for me. 

When I enter God's own City of the Crystal Sea. 

" I had wished, I own, to serve Him some time longer here below. 
And on little kindly errands now and then to come and go ; 
I had purposed on next New Year's Day, to walk to Poynder's Mill 
With the book-stand and the flower-glass for Mabel's window-sill. 
The cushion and the pillows I was working for her chair, 
A bunch of holly-berries, and my plant of maiden hair ; 
You can take her still these little things as keepsakes sent by me, 
. When I've left you for the City of the Crystal Sea. 
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** Oh I often have I thought, too, when not so strong as now, 
"When age would overtake you with wrinkles on your hrow, 
How happy it would make me, to help you, parents dear, 
And do the little hest I could your closing days to cheer ; 
How nice for me and Elsie, in our turn to sit at night, 
To smooth your ruffled pillows, and to watch you till daylight ; 
I had hoped to pay you back again for all you've been to me ; 
But we'll meet in the City of the Crystal Sea. 

"When you come to visit the spot, mother, where I shall silent lie. 
The thought may sometimes startle you, * How came she thus to die? 
Why were the angels sent so soon to bear her far away, 
Why did the sun of life go down while yet 'twas early day ? ' 
Oh, trust God's love and wisdom, which though often now con- 
cealed. 
Will one day in His own bright world come all to be revealed ; 
Yes, all that now is dark to us, we then shall clearly see, 
In the light of the City of the Crystal Sea. 

" When first upon a couch of pain my throbbing head was laid. 
That God might raise me up again, how fervently I prayed ; 
But He, perhaps, foresaw too well the briar and the thorn, . 
Which might, like other wanderiog sheep, my straying feet have 

torn; 
Too surely would His wisdom know, that with a longer life 
I might have proved unequal for the battle and the strife. 
And therefore the unanswered prayer was all in love to mc. 
So He took me to the City of the Crystal Sea. 

" And when all this is over, and time has onward roUed ; 
O father, mother, Elsie, never think of me as old. 
Never think of me but as I am, without an earthly care, 
No wrinkle on my forehead— no white-lock in my hair ; 
Never think of me as dying— never think of me as dead, 
But think of me only, as by guardian angels led : 
Yes, think of me, I pray you, as young as now I be, 
A child still in the City of the Crystal Sea. 
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"And if at any future time should sorrow be in store, 

Should poverty or sickness come across your cottage door ; 

Accept of every trial as God's messenger of love 

To raise your hearts* affections to my better home above ; 

A few short years at farthest, and beyond this scene of woe 

We shall meet where partings are unknown, and sorrow cannot 

go: 
From all temptations ' clean escaped * — from all afflictions free, 
Safe for ever in the City of the Crystal Sea. 

'' Yes, I'm going to a region which is ever fair and bright, 
Where all the blessed angels walk in fields of golden light, 
Where the cherubim and seraphim surround the great I AM, 
And the armies of the ransomed sing the praises of* the Lamb ; 
Oh, wondrous thought 1 this feeble tongue shall soon take up ihe 

strain. 
And join in ' Worthy is the Lamb — the Lamb for sinners slain; * 
My dearly loved Redeemer in His beauty I shall see, 
The glory of the City of the Crystal Sea. 

" Come nearer, come yet nearer, I like you near me now. 

For I feel Death's icy finger still colder on my brow ; 

The Angels are all waiting round, I hear my Saviour's voice, 

The Gates of glory stand ajar, I cannot but rejoice. 

My eyesight fast is dimming — the lengthening shadows fall, 

I dare not longer tarry and resist the Master's call ; 

Farewell ! — I mayn't return to you : but you can come to me '' 

She entered then the City of the Crystal Sea. 



11. 

REV. CHARLES ALBERT J ANSON. 

"IF THSBE WAS ONE AMONG ALL TE2 MEN ENGAGED IN THE WOBK 
WHO IS BNBOLLED IN THE LIST OF SAINTS, IT WAS JANSON." — BISHOP 
8TSEBS. 

"JANBON'B death is ONE LONG TBIUMPH." — LEITEB OF A BBOTHSB 
MISSIONABT. 



<( 



Oh, 'tis a placid rest ! 
Who should deplore it ? 
Trance of the pure and blest, 
Angels watch o'er it 1 

Sleep of his mortal night, 
Sorrow can^t break it ; 
Heaven's own morning light 
Alone shall wake it. 

Nobly thy course is run I 
Splendour is round it ; 
Bravely thy fight is won, 
Martyrdom crowned it ! " 
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A MISSIONARY. 

I ROM the accidental circumstance of being a 
near neighbour and intimate friend of the 
late Mr. Charles Janson's family, I was un- 
expectedly requested to undertake the writing of his 
Life and editing of his journals. Such a work, for 
various reasons, must for the present be postponed. 
But I readily so far respond, to insert, appropriately in 
these pages, a brief outline, and feel it only a pri- 
vilege to do so. The early death of one, thus known 
by me, is in perfect harmony with the rest of the 
volume. 

Charles Albert Janson was bom at Tottenham, in 
1 849, so that at the time of his death he had only 
completed his thirty-second year. His earlier school- 
days were passed at St. Leonard*s-on-Sea ; his subse- 
quent education was completed at Tottenham. 

His father, who died in 1868, was a lovable and 
philanthropic Christian, possessing much of the humour 
and sprightliness which was inherited by his son. It 
has often been remarked in varying words, how much 
the Church of Christ has been indebted to " the glori- 
ous company of Christian mothers." This was true also 

X 
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in the case of young Janson. His mother, who pre- 
deceased him by eight ^months, was a lady, — all who 
knew her would testify, — much beyond the ordinaiy 
type in intellect and culture. A casual call upon her 
was seldom allowed to degenerate into flippant gossip. 
It mattered little whether the topic might be historical, 
aesthetical, metaphysical, ecclesiastical, or political — 
no theme came amiss to her. Added to a well-stored 
mind, she was aided by a retentive memory, with a 
remarkable aptitude for clothing her ideas in ready and 
felicitous language. Though she would have been the 
first, in her modest way, to disown the resemblance, one 
could hardly help classing her with " the brilliant 
society" of a bygone generation, of which Lord 
Macaulay speaks in connection with Holland House or 
that of the Montagues, "who quoted, criticised, and 
exchanged repartees." She occupied in this respect a 
niche peculiarly her own. 

Under such fostering influences, and others we need 
not particularise, Charles Janson grew. Without per- 
haps his mother's intellectual depth and penetration, he 
had compensating ' forces.' As might almost have been 
inferred from his dark — ^intensely dark and diamond- 
sparkling eyes, he possessed quickness of perception, 
unfailing buoyancy and vivacity; in a word, all the charm 
of at once a clever and sunny nature ; a sunshine, too, 
which he carried with him wherever he went, whether 
among the society of his own companions, or by the bed- 
side of an invalid sister who shared much of his time. 
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affection, aud inteusely sympathetic nature. The writer 
of these lines, if aUowed a personal allusion, must always 
associate him with one long forenoon spent together 
and alone, on an auspicious public occasion in London. 
He retains the memory of pleasant talk, genial wit, and 
unflaggLQg spirits. A similar remembrance is in con- 
nection with a literary reading-club, which met alter- 
nately in several members' houses in Chiselhurst, and 
of which Janson formed the energetic centre. All these 
charms of vivacity and mirth, sobered and tempered and 
elevated, followed him to the last. There were gleams 
of them even on his d3ring couch of suffering, as he 
gazed ^ within the portals.' 

The extreme ncUurcdness of his character comes out 
in the long Journal and letters he penned. Indeed, to 
the latest weeks of his life, we only see in these the 
cheeiiness of the Traveller brimming over, when we 
know that the saintly Christian and missionary was 
behind all. The portrait of the warm friend, with 
the old genial spirit, presents itself almost exclusively ; 
the sacred halo he kept hidden. 

We need not dwell on the details of his early life. 
He entered the University College of Oxford in 1868, 
and took his degree in 1873, the yetir I first became 
acquainted with him. He had selected as his profession 
that of a barrister, and from his own talents, energy, 
and perseverance, and with the aid of business friends, 
he had every promise and prospect of a successful 
career. 
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^Man proposeth, but God disposeth.' Shortly 
after this fair start iu the world, a sorrow — ^not in 
itself deep or lasting, which the writer has no desire 
either to know about or to penetrate — suddenly 
clouded his young morning. It was, however, the 
first step, undoubtedly, though only the first step, to 
the Higher life and to the quickening of nobler im- 
pulses, — grasping loftier ideals than had yet been 
dreamt of. From his boyhood he had never omitted 
or slurred over the duties of religion taught at his 
mother's knee. But of the fuller saintly experience 
he knew nothing. God was preparing him for greater 
things, though the voice was as yet only feebly heard, 
" Friend, come up higher." He was brought at all 
events at this period, by a combination of circum- 
stances, to know, as he had never known and realised 
before, in the words of a distinguished writer, that 
" There is another life, a life which once believed in, 
stands as a solemn significant figure before the other- 
wise unmeaning ciphers of time, changing them to 
orders of mysterious untold value." 

He had been advised, in the meanwhile (as, added 
to other reasons, his health had been somewhat im- 
paired) to fulfil the wish of long years, by undertaking 
a journey through some of the cities of Europe to 
Egypt, the Desert, Petra, the Holy Land, and Damas- 
cus. This he accomplished in the society of con- 
genial friends. The old elasticity of spirit, amid these 
fresh scenes, seems wonderfully to have revived. His 
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minute journals are full of interest, specially the por- 
tions embracing Upper Egypt, and a longer sojourn he 
was able to make at Damascus. 

On his return, and while sharing for a time, with a 
Mend, a home in London, new sacred influences seem 
to have been brought to bear upon him, and further 
awoke the still slumbering spiritual nature. A yet 
more pronounced voice came, and that too in a very 
unlooked-for way. The life of prayer subsequently so 
remarkable and exceptional, had already commenced, 
aud had revealed to him its own sustaining and 
quickening power. One evening after service in the 
church of St. Andrews, Wells Street, while still on 
his knees, he tells us the Voluntary sounded from the 
organ. Art, in its various forms, deny it who will, 
has often its calm, persuasive, and energising religious 
mission. Both painting and music have not seldom 
been employed as ministering angels, and become 

* aids to faith.' What painting recently was to one 
personally known to me, to whom Holman Hunt's 

* Light of the World ' became a solemn preacher — a 
monitor and help to the Great Decision, — so did the 
organ's strains, at the close of that evening service, 
become to Janson regarding his life-future. Perhaps 
this was all the stranger, as he was not what might be 
called musical. But these cadences, whatever they 
were, came wafting a message to his receptive soul. 
It recalls Milton's lines in " II Penseroso : " — 



326 A MISSIONARY. 



** Storied windows richly dight. 
Casting a dim religious light ; 
There let the pealing organ blow. 

• • • • • 

Dissolve me into ezstasies. 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes." 

Not the words, but the spirit and meaning of them at 
that silent hour fell upon his ear, and rang their chimes 
ever after, " Son, go work in My vineyard." Then and 
there he felt the solemn call. His resolution was taken. 
Then and there the determination was made, to aban- 
don his secular pursuits and give himself to the work 
of the holy Ministry. Much had been tending and com- 
bining recently to wean him from earth and earthly 
things : much had occurred to depress and sadden, yet to 
stir within him " the pools of deep thought ; " in a 
word, he had reached a crisis-hour in his life-history. 
At such critical and momentous seasons, there are — ^and 
specially with ardent temperaments like his — only two 
alternatives ; — ^to lapse into a sickly, morbid condition ; 
or, by the grace of God, to seize the poet's banner 
with its Excdsior motto, and take the heroic, upward, 
arduous steep ; even though at the early mom of exist- 
ence he may be found (as came in his case to be too 
true) grasping its folds round his lifeless frame. Charles 
Janson adopted the nobler resolve — ^yielded to the 
gracious summons. He read the old Prophet's double 
lesson ; he listened to the two prophetic voices ;-^but the 
latter one prevailed. " The Voice said, ' Cry.' And he 
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said what shall I cry? All flesh is grass, and all 
the goodlinsss thereof is as the flower of the fuM. The 
grass withereth, the flower fadeth ; BUT the Word of our 
God shall stand for ever " (Isa. xl. 6, 8). The unmet — 
indefinite longing and quest of months and years, — ^the 
dirge of a seeking yet unsatisfied soul, passed, on that 
memorable evening, at once into a magnifical : — " Why 
art thou cast down, my soul? and why art thou 
disquieted within me ? Hope thou in God, for I shall 
yet praise Him who is the health of my countenance, 
and my God ! ' • 

On the advice of a reliable friend, he entered im- 
mediately thereafter Cuddesdon College. There, the 
true life-work was begun — " life in earnest ; " — a life 
of self-abnegation and of God-consecration. All his 
worldly ambitions were finally quenched. Whatever 
his varied soul-conflicts — we may say trials — may have 
been, he was taught, in the words of a well-known 
hymn Q Go bury thy sorrows '), to inter these ; — not in 
gloom and isolation; — ^not in 'cloistered cell,' 'bid- 
ding his neighbour and his work farewell ; ' — but 
* Go bury thy sorrows ' at the foot of the Cross, and 
in work for God ! Self-denial, self-sacrifice, prayer 
and service, were to be henceforth from this hour the 
fourfold chords in a life of harmony. The Principal 
of his college writes of feeling a kind of reverence for 
him. " His was the most rapid growth in holiness I 
ever saw. It was the orange-tree with fruit and flowers 
on the same branch." 
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But the Excelsior banner in its final and grander 
form had yet to be taken up. Hitherto he had no 
thoughts of missionary work. We believe, as a true 
soldier, he remained open to the acceptance of any 
post of duty. In simplicity of faith he had said, 
" Lord, what wilt Thou have me to do ? " While thus 
humbly and reverently waiting for the response from 
the Divine Oracle, the answer came — " Depart ; I will 
send thee far hence unto the Gentiles." It was the 
accidental meeting with an old Cuddesdon student, — 
one who had returned home invalided fit)m the mission 
field in Africa, and his earnest appeals, — which kindled 
the new fiame in Janson's soul, and led him to fresh 
resolves in what we must call, though he himself dis- 
liked the term, the path of self-sacrifice. The reply 
and acquiescence were quickly given : " Behold, here 
am I, send me ! " He offered himself to Bishop 
Steere. 

I have now before me the Bishop's reply from 
Zanzibar, in which, with kind Christian prudence and 
courtesy, he deems it right faithfully to set before 
his young brother the arduousness of the duties he had 
proffered to undertake, and the difiiculties and dis- 
couragements he might expect to encounter. His ser- 
vices, however, I need not add, were heartily accepted, 
while the encouragements were not withheld. " There 
is room for a great variety of talent, and in every one 
for good steady work." After entering into more 
important and vital matters, he was probably uncon- 
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scious how accurately he proceeded to photograph his 
young friend's personal qualifications, while stating the 
general ones of au African missionary: — "A pleasant 
address and ready speech : . . . clear ideas and a 
bright eye: . . . the power and will to oblige and 
make yourself agreeable to white men who are not 
quite congenial to you: ... a well-ordered temper 
very, very necessary." If Janson himself waa too 
modest to vouch for these secondary particulars: all 
who knew him could have answered for him with a 
very decided affirmative.^ 

It could have been with no light heart that Charles 
Janson's final answer and acceptance was returned. 
It implied the abandonment of a cherished home of 
happiness, I may add of luxury. Few could so enter 
into the deep meaning, — few could more sensitively 
estimate the cost involved in the Master's saying — " If 
any man come to Me, and hate not his father and 
mother, and wife and children, and brethren and sisters, 
yea and his own life also, he cannot be My disciple." 

^ A second letter, at a considerably later date, while beginning with 
a hearty " May God prosper all your good desires," — renews the salu- 
tary cautions ; giving at the same time more minute details as to how 
the great cause they have both at heart may be best farthered on the 
spot. The Bishop's main hope seems to have been in religious teach- 
ing and civilising influences being brought to bear specially on the 
yoM and adults, * Evangelistic tours occasionally north and west/ 
but counselling the retaining of Masasi as a central station. " We 
may in time expect to reach other objects and places, but we must 
not beat out our gold too thin, if it is to the work of the young men 
of the land itself that we must look for permanent progress." 
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But there were words and an injunction which were to 
him higher, holier, more sacred even than a mother's, 
and from that hour did he live them and act them 
out — " If any man will come after Me, let him deny 
liimself, and take up his cross daily, and follow Me." 

We need not linger on the time which intervened ; 
his ordination to the ministry; his temporary work, 
and its abiding fruits in the church of St. Philip's and 
St. James in Oxford. Here he seems to have had 
real happiness and encouragement in his labours, 
from church and pulpit services to the Sunday schools 
and mothers' meeting ; — ^the old vigour and energy of 
boyhood and youth now " baptized with the Holy 
Ghost and with fire." 

The longed-for day of departure, yet of mingled and 
conflicting feelings, at last came. The Holy Com- 
munion was partaken of at a very early hour, — ^the 
blessed pledge of abiding fellowship with those he was 
leaving, it might be for ever. The mutual farewell 
with his dearest earthly relative was taken at Oxford 
Station — ^too surely in both cases the final one here.^ 



Here may be the befitting place to give, in the 
briefest form, for readers who are not conversant with 
the subject, an outline of this special African Mission. 

The great and good Dr. Livingstone, whose name is 



^ I was privileged some time before, to be at a large gathering in 
connection with the African Miasioni in his mother's drawing-room at 
Raggleswode. 
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imperishably associated with Africa; also with the 
Scotch Mission Settlement ('' Livingstonia "), on the 
immediately opposite shore of the vast Inland Lake on 
whose eastern side Janson's grave Hes-was the first 
to roase the two great English Universities to a sense 
of their responsibility to that benighted region of the 
globe. Specially in addressing the University of 
Cambridge in the Senate House in 1861, did he 
appeal, in his own earnest yet quiet way, to the 
Undergraduates, to offer themselves as ambassadors of 
the Cross, and proclaim to these debased heathen the 
Everlasting Gospel. Also, following in the wake of 
the * glad tidings,' to raise them from their degrada- 
tion, morally and socially, as well as spiritually, and 
accomplish, — chief among other triumphs, — ^the gradual 
removal of the curse of slavery. 

The call was not in vain. Bishop Mackenzie, of a 
weU-known Scotch &mily, was the first in responding 
to the appeal of a Presbyterian missionary, and to head 
this army of Academic workers. Let special emphasis, 
moreover, be put on the fact, that one distinctive 
feature in that accepted field of arduous labour is, 
that they go out unremunerated — "having neither 
purse, nor scrip." A virtual sun-ender is made of their 
worldly all, save what is needful for food and raiment, 
and other necessaries. Nor need it be added, are the 
volunteers in this work composed of the residuum, but 
of the very flower of University intellect and promise. 
Let Bishop Steere tell in his own forcible words : " We 
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have amongst us those who are most able and learned ; 
those who have been the ornaments of their own Uni- 
versity; those who have this world's goods in abun- 
dance; those who might have commanded a position 
here at home ; those of whom men do not scruple to say 
that they are too good to be spared for the work of 
preaching to the heathen. But can there be any one 
who can be too good to do the work of Christ on 
earth ? Can there be any one that is so rich, that, leav- 
ing the comforts of his life, he leaves anything like so 
much as Christ left for us ? And if it be grudged that 
one and another should lay down his life in such a 
work as this, is not this the very thing that Christ has 
done?"' 

The Island of Zanzibar, on the western coast of 
the Indian Ocean, if not the first post occupied by the 
earliest batch of missionaries, was decided upon, sub- 
sequently, as the most desirable chief station. Slaves, 
freed by the British cruisers, or rescued inland, were, 
and are, placed there ; — ^the young in schools, while the 
youths and adults are sent to acquire a knowledge of 
various kinds of handicraft. Many of these are after- 
wards imported into towns in the interior, to carry with 
them, hand in hand, the blessings of civilisation and 
Christianity. 

These twin elements can never be dissevered — ^but 
let there be no doubt as to which of the two pre- 



Sermon in Support of the Society : 1882. 
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ponderates in importance, in the minds of the mis- 
sionaries. 

" If," says Bishop Steere, in one of his ablest 
speeches in his last visit to England — " If we are to 
raise Africa, it most be by means of a knowledge of 
which they are altogether ignorant ; by a knowledge 
of the Eternal and Invisible. We must raise them by 
means of religion out of their present worldliness, in 
order that we may make them to be worthy citizens of 
the world itself. The first work must be to Christianise 
the people, and I don't despair of the others, — ^the ex- 
tinction of slavery — ^the opening of all Afiica to Euro- 
pean commerce and civilisation. We shall do it all as 
time goes on, but we must begin at the beginning." ' 

It was to Zanzibar, this " Key of the African posi- 
tion " — ^to which Janson sailed. Here he got his first 
initiation into missionaiy life, and began at once by 
taking his place in one of the schools made up of 
"little emancipated slaves." It must have been a 
cheerer to him to see a large church rising upon the 
former site of the slave-market, where human beings 
" to the amount of thousands a day," were bought and 
sold as oxen in the shambles ! ^ 

Space will not allow the insertion of the minute 
entries in his journals and letters, describing, at sub- 

^ "That Blave^market, where I saw the slaves lying in dozens and in 
scores, some of them chained, and all of them bearing on their faces 
and emaciated limbs the stamp of servitude." — Speech of Sir Bartie 
PrtTt* 
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sequent periods, his movements from place to place. 
Christmas, with its holy memories and associations, had 
ever been a bright season to him. We must find room 
for one extract, on account of its simple naturalness, from 
a letter to his mother, describing his first African Christ- 
mas at Newala. He begins with Christmas Eve :— 

'* When I had finished all the little arrangements for to-morrow, 
I went up hill with the douhle ohject of enjoying the view and 
getting flowers. It was very beautiful up there, though the atmo- 
sphere was not so suited for the view as the previous time. I read 
my little book of carols, and tried to feel ' Christmasey.* On my 
way down, I secured a number of small white flowers, with some 
slight scent, and we put them in an old vegetable tin, as we did 
not like the Communion Table to be quite without flowers on 
Christmas day. It was a clear, beautiful night, and one could 
realise the habitual associations better than in the blazing sun- 
light ; though I have had that before, for I hav« spent two Chiist- 
mas days at Naple& But Christmas then did not seem to be the 
same as it does now. One felt a kind of pity for the stars and 
all the rest of creation, which could not know what that nigJU 
was, and what it meant' 



It 



We have to note the sadly frequent recurrence of fever, 
to which all his previous life he had been a stranger. 
An attack of typhoid, soon after Easter, 1 88 1, seems 
specially to have undermined his constitution, and from 
its efiects, indeed, he never thoroughly rallied. 

Leaving, for the present at least, a long gap unfilled, 
we come at once to the approaching end. 

His second Christmas in the land of his adoption, 
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seems to have had' imparted to it much of the olden 
joyous yet sacred feeling ; although, only three months 
before, he had got tidings of the death of her, who, 
at his Chiselhurst home, had imparted to it its main 
brightness. 

Masasi, 400 miles south of Zanzibar, in the interior, 
is one of the settlements composed mainly of slaves 
freed by the help and intervention of the missionaries. 
There he had now fixed for some considerable time his 
residence. The place looked its greenest and best at 
Christmas time, with its wealth of lemon and citron 
blossoms. 

He seems to have been wonderfully interested, in 
common with his brother missionaries, in the opening 
of its new church. * Christmas Eve of this year (i 88 1) 
had been selected for the solemn occasion. We 
have, from a kindred brother missionary and devoted 
fiiend, a detailed description of the ceremony : — 
The gong sounding for a quarter of an hour at 2"30 ; 
then the bell, during the ringing of which a large pro- 
cession was formed following the processional cross, 
which was borne in front. Then came the five clergy, 
behind them the baptized converts, then the catechu- 
mens. As the procession started, the appropriate hymn 
was raised — "The Church's one foundation." After 
this, while the last verse was being sung, the female 
portion were brought to their assigned places ; and the 
Holy Trinity were separately invoked in prayer. Then 
came a pause and silence, followed by the singing of the 
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famous old chorale in the Swahili version, " Now thank 
we all our God." Special psalms and prayers succeeded. 
The same beloved fellow-labourer stood up and de- 
clared the church open for the worship of God, in the 
name of the Holy Trinity. There were from 300 to 
400 people present. At the conclusion of the service 
the procession left as it had entered, singing, " Onward, 
Christian soldiers." 

Christmas day was ushered in by early communion 
at 6.45. Subsequently, the Yaoos and their chiefs 
came in numbers and seated themselves to breakfast 
round the missionaries' table. Breakfast finished and 
Christmas greetings exchanged, the bell sounded at ten, 
and the people in their gayest attire proceeded to the 
newly-opened church. When all were assembled, the 
'^ Adeste fidelis " was played, the same strains accom- 
panying the procession of clergy from the vestry :— the 
refrain is noted as having been peculiarly impressive, 
" Oh, come let us adore Him ; — Christ the Lord." Six 
catechumens were publicly admitted, and an appro- 
priate semon was preached by a singularly able mis- 
sionary still in the field, directing the thoughts of these 
sable children of Africa, ranged before him with their 
chiefs, to Him whose incarnation for their sake was 
that day commemorated. All was followed by a 
Christmas feast for the multifarious guests, consisting 
mainly of " fowls and porridge." Then evening service, 
before the throng were dismissed to their several and 
in some cases distant homes in the moonlight. Those 
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that remained appropriately filled up the close of the 
day by the singing of carols. Of these Janson speaks 
very specially in connection with his last Christmas 
spent at Oxford. 

But for the very specific allusion and description 
made in the foregoing, of the clergy ' procession ' and 

* processional cross/ &c., I would not have ventured 
so much as a reference to what may be called, in the 
conventional language of the day, Charles Janson's 

* Ecclesiastical School.' If I do so now, it is not to 
offer any opinion of my own, but rather, in the case of 
some whose eyes may fall on these pages, to disarm 
prejudice. 

I have undertaken this brief souvenir, independent 
of all party considerations. I have an eye only for 
one phase of the character I now describe, which I 
know to be faithful and true, and in which, in com- 
mon with the wide brotherhood who own the Christian 
name, I can thoroughly rejoice. The writer of these 
lines is not one of those who would attempt to minimise 
the importance of Church questions, or compromise his 
steadfast and growing convictions. But this is not 
the place for these, and it would be alike presumptu- 
ous and unworthy to obtrude them. That the subject 
of this notice had very decided proclivities towards 
ceremonialism and symbolism in worship, there cannot 
be a doubt. " To his own Master," in this, and in 

greater things, " he standeth or falleth." 

Y 
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One remark alone I would make, which I trust may 
not be misunderstood : that it appears to me, what 
might be deemed dubious or more than dubious for 
many strong reasons at home, need not, by the ex- 
tremest school, be stigmatised when made to apply to 
the unlettered slaves of Africa. These, different from 
the subtle, intellectual Hindoo, have to be treated and 
taught very much as children. Symbolism is to them 
one of the indispensable gates of knowledge, whether 
secular or sacred. All African travellers, it is well 
known, have found their way in establishing secular 
relations and intercourse with the chiefs and their 
followers, by means of beads and trinkets, tinsel, and 
gaudy cloth garments. The procession and proces- 
sional cross which would form a ground of offence to 
many in England, may be regarded as a legitiipate 
" factor " in opening the way to better and more 
valuable treasure among these untutored races. May 
not the introduction and sanction of such accessories 
be accepted as in accordance with Paul's accommo- 
dating spirit and practice in minor things ? " Never- 
theless, being crafty, I caught you with guile " (2 Cor. 
xii. 1 6). " To the weak became I as weak, that I 
might gain the weak. I am made all things to all 
men, that I might by all means save some" (i Cor. 
ix. 22). This so-called "craftiness" and "weakness" 
having one grand object and result, " Nevertheless, 
whether in pretence or in truth, Christ is preached, 
and therein I do rejoice ; yea, and will rejoice." 
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Were I not assured that this was the outcome of 
Janson's work, ^ to save souls and lead sinners to Christ,' 
no such tribute, as in these imperfect pages, could be 
paid him. Had symbolism been the " be-all, and the 
end-all " of his labours in Africa, it would have been a 
poor travestie indeed, — unworthy of the cause and its 
magnitude. But it was not so. Not of any material 
symbol was this adopted as his life-motto and watch- 
word — " God forbid that I should glory, save in the 
cross of our Lord Jesus Christ ! " Nay, more ; I be- 
lieve had he listened to the harsh verdict that his was 
religion only in its SDsthetic, symbolic, histrionic form, 
he would have been disposed in righteous repudiation 
to reply in the words of the gifted Baroness Bunsen — 
" I am, and ever have been, much attached to those 
external decencies now become the very idols of wor- 
ship; but if they are to become all in all: if all 
churches are to become what many are, I should end 
with following the ultra Protestants to field-preach- 
ing." 1 

I may only further append the testimony that neither 
he nor his coadjutors had any narrow ecclesiastical 
exclusiveness ; for more than once, reference is made to 
brotherly sympathy in the work of the Livingstonia 
Mission on the opposite shores of the Lake : — while 
Bishop Steere, in his Liverpool address, acknowledges 
with characteristic courtesy, the help and kindness he 



^ Baroness Bunsen's " Life and Letters," ii. 87. 
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had received at the hand of the Church Missionary 
Society.^ 

1 This wu amply reoiprooated ; for at his death the following 
extract was sent to the Secretary of the Uiiiversities Mission, from the 
minutes of the Church Missionary Society : — " The Committee and the 
Missionaries of the Church Missionary Society have more than once 
expressed, and have many times felt, the warmest gratitude to Bishop 
Steere when he was with us on earth, for the kind and important help 
which in many ways he had afforded to the Society's work. His hos- 
pitality, his advice, his encouragement, and his countenance, not to 
speak of the example of his missionary zeal and Christian spirit, 
were highly prized, and will be long remembered." As these pages 
are passing through the press, the writer happened to attend 
the formation of a branch of the London British and Foreign Bible 
Society in the parish of Charles Janson*s English home. One of the 
speakers — a member of committee — mentioned in gratifying terms the 
obligations expressed by Bishop Steere to that noble Society, and that 
at his death he had bequeathed a precious legacy to it of the New Tes- 
tament, translated by him into the Swahili language. This has since 
been published by them. A similar tribute for his Christian worth 
and labours was engrossed in the minutes of this Society also. 

Farther, it may not be out of place, but the reverse, to add, that I 
find in the first of those letters from the Bishop previously referred to^ 
when Mr. Jan son offered himself for the work — there is this brief but 
emphatic and satisfactory compendium of divine truth — a muUum in 
parvo creed : ** In theology, the primal questions of good and evil ; 
God's Being ; Sin ; Redemption ; are specially wanted ; and superficial 
treatment will not do." 

In a word, if I interpret aright the spirit in which the University 
Mission is conducted, I would say that its agents, while conscientiously 
holding to their distinctive tenets, would cordially endorse as their own 
the following words of the late Primate : — the one sentence, forming 
the conclusion of his first charge as Archbishop in 1872 ; the other, 
among the very last words he publicly penned. He speaks of this as 
the great desire of his own and of all true Churches — " To bring souls 
to God ; antagonistic to no Church or individual, so far as that Church 
or individual is faithful to the Lord Jesus Christ ;"...•* holding. 
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But to return from this digression. Two days later 
(St. John's Day), Janson was busy in preparing for 
what proved to be his last journey. He and his friend 
Mr. J were desirous of accomplishing their long- 
projected route to the West, in order to explore for a 
new settlement at or near Lake Nyassa. The caravan 
with forty porters — (released slaves) — ^was organised ; 
and at 8.30 he left the scene of his too brief labours, 
never to return. A devoted associate in the work 
accompanied his colleagues to " the bathing place," two 
miles distant, where they * had their last prayer to- 
gether.' There seem to have been grave doubts, on 
one side at all events, if they would ever meet again. 

I shall let some brief extracts from his own jour- 
nal speak for themselves. They only deal with the 
ordinary secular topics of his varied journey, but on 
that very account with the greater pleasure they are 
quoted. Deeper and holier thoughts were in reserve. 
I have specially selected those passages that recall and 
illustrate his old intense love of scenery, — his eye for 
the beautiful, nurtured in England, and which never 
forsook him to the last. 

" Jan, 6th, 1882. — Entered on fresh ground for me to-day, always 
a pleasure, and our waJk to-day was specially pleasant, the path 
running along the level space, which here extends some way from 
the hanks of the river through a country which really deserves 

for dear life, to the Divinity of Christ, and deeply imbued with the 
spirit of St John's Gospel." — See article in Quarterly Review, January 

1883. 
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that often-applied, but seldom deserved epithet, of park-like. 
Fresh green grass dotted about "with innumerable clumps and 
shrubs, with euphorbias, and palms, and similar trees rising out 
of them, made a very refreshing change. 

"Jan. Stk. — [After mentioning the Sunday halt and rest, and 
partaking together of the Holy Communion 'in the wood for 
quiet.'] Very peaceful and happy it was, and we were fortunate 
in having neither dew nor wind ; no less than four native communi- 
cants are travelling with us on this journey. Then matins, with a 

short address from J , and then a quiet day on the side of 

an ant-hill and in thick shade — very acceptable to both of us. 

"Jan, loth. — A somewhat long morning walk, leaving the 
water's side, and passing through the ordinary type of African 
wood, brought us to a sandy river bed, where a party of monkeys 
were discovered feeding upon a kind of wild fruit, called the Maungo 
— something like our lemons : they were soon dispossessed and 
succeeded by their human brethren. On again, near the river 
bank during the afternoon walk, and through a fairly populous 
district, little bits reminding one more of English wood and grass 
than most we had seen lately. The numbers of white ants' nests 
in this part of the world are enormous ; they often rise to a very 
considerable height, and form a natural series of obelisks wherever 
the eye turns. In the evening we found some very friendly 

and festive natives, with whom we stayed, and J gpt a good 

number together for a discourse. 

"Jan, nth, — Large slave caravans crossing in the opposite 
direction. I had hardly seen slave sticks and chains in regular 
operation before ; it is certainly a trying and painful spectacle. . . . 
The women are chained together. I had a chat with the owners. 
'Tis something like Spenlow and Jenkins in * David Copperfield ;• 
the man you talk to never deals in slaves himself, but there is a 
poor misguided fellow, who t(nll take slaves down to the coast, 
and he happens to have joined caravans with him. 

"Jan, i$th, — Managed Holy Communion in one of the honsea 
It was so close that I broke down with my old enemy, faintness, 
but fortunately recovered. . . . Matins and sermon for our people 
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was attended by many of the village people, a good lot of whom 
understand Swahili — including Chip, himself— and then we both 
had a talk with some of his people. After which we g6t a little 
quiet before the afternoon start, which took place about twa The 
path was generally near the river, and two hours brouglH; us to a 
shamba on the banks, where we camped, and enjoyed a delicious 
bathe. Mosquitoes are getting somewhat frequent, but the sting- 
ing flies are less trouble than in the country we passed through 
first. Had a slight fever in the night. 

"Jan, igth. — A severe fever last night made me feel it was all 
I should manage to be able to start in two days, which we had 
allowed to this place for buying provisions for a long tramp 
through houseless and foodless wood. 

" Jan, 22d. — For an hour or so the route lav close to the river, 
a broad, still, quiet part ; I thought nowhere lower down had it 
shown to such advantage, the yellow water changing to quite a 
pretty blue in the early sunlight, while thick wood clothed the 
opposite shores. Hippos were blowing and snorting in all direc- 
tions, three or four brown snouts above the water at once. The 
morning's walk was pleasant, all up and down with water not un- 
frequent; one river-bed with large i>ools, where we made some 
stay, being with its big rocks, still water, and overhanging trees a 
most picturesque spot. The flowers these two days have been 
more abundant and beautiful than any time before, but the sweet- 
scented jessamine-like tree, with its white flowers, so delightful 
near Masasi, does not seem to extend here. 

" Jan. 26th. — I suppose it was yesterday's exposure which gave 
me a fever last night, which made to-day's walk a painful struggle 
for me, as I was rather all to pieces ; and I was very thankful to 
manage to get on so as not to be left behind, and most fortunately 
it was an unusually short march — thirteen miles. The chief point 
of interest was a broad river in the afternoon, the Luchalinga, 
across which I was carried, as I was rather afraid of wading with 
the fever. It was about up to the men's waists in parts, but the 
current was not particularly strong, and the bottom >\ as level and 
free from rocks. To-day we came amongst abundant traces of 



344 ^ MISSIONARY. 



elephants, their enormous footprints marking the path incessantly. 
Quite largish trees torn up by the roots marked their presence 
along the path. To-day too we lighten on the masuka fruit-tree, 
one of the most useful wild fruits, which will be a great help to 
our men, as they are already short of food. 

*'Jan. 27th. — A fine night and a beautiful morning helped to 
make us feel quite fresh to-day. The view in front not so exten- 
sive, but showing wood and hill combined again. A steep descent 
led into a picturesque valley, where smoke, rising through the 
trees, showed the place of our camp, and Africa really looked quite 
at her best 

"Jan. y^h. — It did rain this morning, and no mistake, begin- 
ning about dawn and lasting till ten o'clock. It was so intense 
that a start was impossible, and we sat huddled up, while the wet 
penetrated one defence after another, and the men huddled round, 
perfect pictures of woe. 

"Jan. 2i8t, — Alongishwalk through a valley, with high hills 
on each side, and a succession of small brooks (some very pictur- 
esque with rock and fern and grey water) hurrying down the side, 
brought us to lunch ; our short repose after which, for digestion, 
was disturbed by a most terrific storm. It did not last very long, 
but made the path nothing but mud and water, while there was 
a whole succession of small rivers to be crossed this afternoon, 
which were so swollen and turbid, that to be carried over was an 
impossibility, and one had to plunge through one after another ; 
sometimes so fierce we^e they that a chain of hands seemed the 
only way of getting across quite safely. When we got close, how- 
ever, a few houses, apparently deserted, appeared near at hand ; 
some shouting natives appeared, and we plunged through our 
last river, the Luhulesi, and found a fine large house belonoing to 
the chief, and unused, into which we subsided at once, as we were 
too done to go farther on, or do the polite to-night, and it was 
now close upon sunset. In fact, I subsided into fever on the 
spot.** 

**Feb. i8t — We slowly made our way up a long steep ridge, 
crossing several rushing brooks, and at what seemed the top we 
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emerge'l upon a really lovely scene. A long upland valley with 
hills of the most brilliant green, quite worthy of the Emerald Isle, 
looking down on a rushing stream, whose hanks were clothed with 
a perfect wood of what seemed a kind of African cedar, at least a 
tree with some characteristics both of the cedar and the stone-pine. 
From point to point along the course of the stream rose a pile of 
grey rock so regular that one might almost fancy them ruins of 
some old keep or abbey, while in all directions over them spread 
bananas, apparently wild, but, I believe, planted by a late soli- 
tary inhabitant, who has now left. Other wood was scattered 
about, thick rank grass covered the bottom of the valley, and in 
the folds of the hills here and there a dark-green streak of vege- 
tation marked a tumbling rivulet, and altogether it was not a 
scene to forget, lighted up by a sun which had just struggled out 
through the heavy clouds. Life was all it wanted, and one longed 
to see a great herd of cattle on the hills, as on the Alps, and 
hear their bells ; but for wild solitary beauty it was very effective. 
The flowers to-day have been very new, and seem very beautiful, 
varying from delicate hot-house productions, to what seemed 
closely to resemble our own cherry pie (scentless), groundsel, and 
balls of thistle-down, while fern abounds in shape exactly like 
our bracken, but without that delicious fresh smell one enjoys at 
home. ... I was very tired and hungry, both perhaps coming 
from the fresh hill air ; and though one divided one's night be- 
tween a hard floor and wet bed, it was a sound one." 

** Feb. $th. — Early morning found us in the midst of clouds 
damp and cold, but soon tinted with the rising sun, and finally 
rising bodily, and leaving all fresh, sunny, bright, and windswept. 
We had Celebration in our hut and made it a half-day of rest, 
taking a Sabbath-day's journey in the afternoon. Oh ! it was a 
delightful morning, sitting out and looking up that broad valley 
(for my days of rest for three weeks past have consisted of nothing 
but fever), with a brisk wind and a temperate sun, while one's 
things were actually getting dry.*' 

At last the longed-for sight of Nyassa greeted him. 
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** Farther on, the lake appeared to the left, and a sudden turn 
found us on the seaward side of the last high hill, looking down 
on the great liquid plain, lying quite white under black thunder- 
clouds, while reddish light in the west marked the approaching 
sunset We made our way down a very stony path, and camped 
at the first water below, though it was long past dark before our 
temporary home was ready. Walked nineteen miles at least." 

"Feb. Sth, — We passed close to a small bay, its shores diver- 
si Bed by a thick mass of creepers and a kind of grove of baobab 
trees, then through tangled grass and rock, and in a moment one 
was out on a white pebbly beach, with the quiet waters plashing at 
one's feet. We continued round a corner of the headland, along 
a terribly stony path— generally rather above the water, but full of 
delightful little peeps— down upon rocks where birds like cormo- 
rants were either sitting motionless or stretching their wings in a 
very conceited manner. While swallows skimmed along the 
surface, divers disappeared below with a splash, gulls hovered in 
the air, and the solemn fish-eagle watched the proceedings from 
the boughs of some lofty tree ; thick bushes or long grass, very 
green, made the immediate foreground, with occasionally an im- 
mense baobab. A long sit on the beach, and then a bathe, as the 
sun set across the water, and the hills above one glowed with his 
light, ended up a most happy afternoon. Then came food, 
prayers, bed in rapid succession." 

One otlier entry after this and the journal 
comes here abruptly to an end. The too brave 
fight with fever, despite of which he had plodded 
on for weary days, at last had to be surrendered ; and 
he lay down on the couch (alas ! of sore suffering) 
from which he was never to rise. It would be of 
little use or profit to record these final hours of the 
supreme conflict. " He endured as seeing Him who is 
invisible." " Lord, how long ! " seems to have been 
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the only pleading word regarding his own protra<^ed 
anguish he was heard to utter. Enough, that he was 
tended and soothed by all that brave hands — which 
are generally the most loving ones — could do. At 
Pachiya, on Shrove Tuesday, the storm was changed 
into a calm. Unspeakably touching must it have 
been, as told by the one present best able to describe, 
to hear the sobs of these African people as they stood 
around the silent couch, unable from their emotion to 
join even in the Lord's Prayer ; while the same loved 
brother, who had smoothed his last pillow, and been 
" as one whom his mother comforteth," despite of his 
own weakness and fatigue, gathered the flowers his 
dead friend loved so well, and laid them with him in 
his grave. 

Let the letter sent to his invalid sister, from the 
pen of another brother missionary and devoted friend, 
rehearse the impressive story. 

"Masasi, April lyth, 1882. 
** Although you will have already heard the sad news of your 

dear brother C *s departure from this world, I feel you will not 

deem it any intrusion, if I add something now ; for our hearts here 
are very full of him, and though he died some four hundred miles 

away, attended only in his last hours by W J , who alone 

can tell you the particulars you will have most desired to learn, 
yet I, who had the great privilege of living in close communion 
with him here for nearly a year, cannot but write and tell you how 
greatly we valued, honoured, and loved hiuL He was pre-emi- 
nently saintly in character. I may tell you, his sister, this, though 
you know itwell already. His extraordinary devotion toour Blessed 
Lord impressed us more than anything; else about him, it was so 
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entire, and pare, and tme. You know with what zeal and zest 
and energy the dear fellow, often having to fight against sad 
attacks of weakening fever and diarrhoea, threw himself into the 
work. His jonmalistic letters will have told yon all this : bat he 
will not have told yon how his calm wisdom and sober jadgment 
coutribated to steer this place safely throagh manyadifilculty and 
trying position in which we were broaght last year. He was 
a friend, a powerful, dear, faithful friend to me, true and faithful 
in the best sense. The fearlessness of his friendship was the best 

proof of its depth and sincerity. Dear C , loving, as he did, 

the exercises of devotion and spiritual communion far better than 
anything this world could offer, spent, day by day, hours upon 
his knees, and it was his wont (especially towards the fall of last 
year, when he enjoyed better health, and was altogether stronger 
than during its first half) to get up about 3 A.M., and wander 
out into the starlight for a whole hour, and often much longer 
hold intense communion with God. No one knew this but myself 
who slept in the same room, so careful was he to hide his best 
actions from the gaze of men ; but ' the secret of the Lord is with 

them that fear Him,' and of a truth dear C knew that secret, 

as it has been given to few people, whom I have met or known, to 
know it. He recognised and realised, equally fully, the duty of 
active employment, and the constant care (such is the nature of 
our work) of what some would call petty trifles and trivialities. 
He loved work, and gave himself as cheerfully to the very hum- 
blest ; — witness his taking the lead in cleaning out our cow-house, 
and in 'sweeping -up day' (Saturday) himself going round to 
room after room and plying the broom as vigorously, aye, and aa 
deftly, as the little band of boys whom he thus encouraged in their 
work. . His virtues were many, and shone out brightly, but I 
should pick out patience and gentleness as those which one felt to 
be his strongest ones. It is, I think, rare to find gentleness and 
firmness so beautifully allied and carefully balanced, as they were 
in the finely disciplined character of your dear brother. Mudi 
more I might say, but I fear to go too far. You, his well-loved 
sister, know all that I could tell you ; and I say what I do, only 



A MISSIONARY, 349 



that you may know that all that was beautifal in him seemed 
intensified as he came in contact here with many trials and petty 
annoyances, which, to his finely strung and sensitive nature, must 
have been pecaliarly hard to bear manfully. My dear Miss Jan- 
son, God has called to Himself one who was indeed ripe for 
Paradise. To you, his sister, I will dare to say this. 

'* Yesterday (Sunday), at mid-day, the large party of porters who 
had left here with C and W J on December 28th, re- 
turned ; and we knew at once, by the quiet and unwonted way in 
which they filed into the village, that they had sad news to tell. 
Soon all was told, and it would have awakened a deep feeling in 
your heart could you have witnessed the solemn silence that pre- 
vailed through the village, and spread to every member of our 
community. The wives of our returning men, who would naturally 
have gone through the usual noisy demonstrations of joy on such 
occasions, quietly walked by with their husbands, and within five 
minutes after, the first man with his load — ^the load that told me at 

once the sorrow (for it was dear C *s box) had appeared, all was 

silent in the village. Two hours later, our Sunday afternoon ser- 
vice took place, and all our Christians assembled at it. I bade 
them, in speaking on the sad subject that filled all our hearts, to 
learn to rejoice with us that God had taken one away from this 
world's pain and grief, one, whom they as well as I knew, was 
indeed a man of God. Afterwards we all stood up and sang with 
all our force the hymn we had sung only that veiy morning — 

* Jeans lives 1 — no longer now 
Can thy terrors, Death, appal us.' 

He will not soon be forgotten by our people here : for though it 
was not given to him to be with us long, he was a man of far too 
marked a power, and far too deep a devotion to the cause as well 
as to the glory of God, to fail making a great impression, and shed 
a strong influence for good with those of our people with whom he 
came in contact. 
" Before I went to Melo last year, dear C , when ill of typhoid 
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fever, called me to him to tell me of some wishes he trusted I 
would see carried out The most important of them was one, on 

which I have written to W. H , for it referred chiefly to him; the 

other had reference to a thought that possibly his relatives would 
wish to have some sort of cross, memorial tablet, or the like, put 
up to his memory, either in England or out here. He said he did 
not like the idea of such a thing himself, but if his mother (we 
had not then heard of his bereavement) or brothers or sisters 
wished it, he would not thwart them; but he mentioned that he 
thought a plain simple cross was the best thing, and for a text, 
'See how He loved him' — 'and take care,' he added smiling, 
' that the capital H is put in the right place.' If there are any 

other particulars about dear C *s life out here, or anything 

else you would like to know, be assured that it will always be a 
delight to me to recall and record the words and deeds of him 
whose life was so close a following in the footsteps of our 
Saviour." 

Let the befitting words of the revered Bishop, sub- 
sequently spoken — an echo of those we have already 
given in another place — emphasise the above touching 
tribute : — " If we had chosen one amongst our whole 
number, of whom we would have said that he was fit 
for the kingdom of heaven, we would have chosen no 
one more clearly and undoubtedly than Janson, whom 
it pleased God to take." 

Strange! that lonely, silent, isolated grave, seems 
almost in truest harmony with his own expressed wishes 
years before. Another of his sisters writes me: "At 
Wantage there was just a single grave in the new 
churchyard. Charles said, with siich a look, " I like a 
solitary grave like that ; it looks so much more solemn 
than a crowd." " Obdormivit in Christo." 
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Let me, in a few closing sentences, gather up the 
conspicuous lessons of a consecrated life. 

To the feature which must most readily occur to all, 
I dare not again revert— as he himself disliked, and so 
far forbade the reference, — that of self-denial and self- 
surrender for the sake of his Great and Loving 
Master. 

Not without good reason and profound significance, 
as I heard recently remarked by a thoughtful friend, 
does Mr. Buskin in his " Seven Lamps of Architec- 
ture " give the precedence, over all the others, to the 
Lamp of Sacrifice, Whatever may have been Janson's 
own feeling, that lamp was by him assuredly lighted ; 
and though we shall not, in deference to his wishes 
and scruples, pursue the reflection, — who can resist 
the conviction, in reviewing the pages of this " Story 
of Grace," that life was dominated and regulated by 
one consistent resolve — "Yea, doubtless, I count all 
things but loss for the excellency of the knowledge 
of Christ Jesus my Lord." ^ 



^ If we are forbidden otherwise to enlarge on self-denial in connec- 
tion with an individual standard-bearer, we are not prohibited from 
quoting Bishop Steere's own public utterances in a noble sermon 
preached by him in St. Andrews, Well Street, the very church which 
had first heard and recorded Charles Janson's vow of consecration : — 

" I suppose," says the Bishop, " it is the duty common to all Chris- 
tians to be like their Lord ; and to follow the pattern and example of 
His life, must be the highest work of every one of us. And if we are 
to imitate that which Christ has done for us, and if we are to do the 
same for the Brethren, I do not know that it would be possible for us 



352 A MISSIONARY. 



This, at all events, we may venture to add, — he 
would gladly endorse the testimony that his work came 
to him as happiness. Any former experiences of dark- 
ness were entirely past, and the true light shone. No 
fitter language could express or translate his experi- 
ence than that of the stricken yet rejoicing soul of 
olden days : — " The sorrows of death compassed me, 
and the pains of hell gat hold upon me: I found 
trouble and sorrow. Then called I upon the name of 
the Lord ; Oh, Lord, I beseech thee deliver my soul! 
Gracious is the Lord and righteous, yea, our God is 

to do such a work more completely than as it is done by those with 
whom I have had to work. 

*' For what was it that Christ did for us ? He saw us utterly helpless, 
He saw us sunk in utter ignorance, He saw us full of sin and evil, 
utterly unable to raise ourselves ; and He left His own place in order 
that He might come and dwell among us, doing good day by day to 
all. that came to Him, and at last suffering death itself for our sakes. 

" Now, if you would see what it is that we are asking for, what it 
is that is actually being done by our Mission, surely you would find 
something which is strangely like this life of Christ Himself. For 
who aro these that go forth amongst the heathen ? Are they npt those 
who have left what contents so many of their brethren at home ? Are 
they not those who are willing to give up something which they might 
have had, and something which is highly prized ? 

*' And we know that our Lord was not content even with living, but 
there was something yet more that He could do, something which more 
than all else, and above all, would show that love which surpasses all 
that belongs to this earth, for * Greater love hath no man than this, 
that a man lay down his life for his friends.' So it is not enough 
only to live, but one must die also. 

" And this too we have seen. We have seen those who have gladly 
laid down their lives for this great cause. And they have not laid 
them down in vain. If we could see indeed what is blessed, the most 
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merciful. The Lord preserveth the simple ; I was 
brought low, and He helped me. Return unto thy 
rest, my soul ; for the Lord hath dealt bountifully 
with thee. For Thou hast delivered my soul from 
death, mine eyes from tears, and my feet from falling. 
I will walk before the Lord in the land of the living. 
. . . What shall I render unto the Lord for all His 
benefits towards me ? " He had discovered, in the 
appointed work for God and His Christ, the true philo- 
sopher's stone. In the words of a sage of a very 
different school and age from that just quoted, he 
could say : — " Blessed is he who has found his work : 

blessed of all things is not only the life, but the death in this great 
service." 

In similar general terms, speaking of the entire mission staff, here 
are the striking and characteristic words of a man of very different 
ecclesiastical leanings and sympathies from Charles Janson — the late 
Dean of Westminster : — 

" I can hardly think of them without a verse coming to my mind 
which has been brought before some of us on St. Peter*s Day, though 
using it in a very different sense : * Verily, verily, I say unto thee, 
when thou wast young thou girdest thyself and walkedst whither thou 
wouldest : but when thou shalt be * — in all reverence not * old,' but 
' somewhat older, thou shalt stretch forth thy hands and another shall 
gird thee and carry thee whither thou ' not ' woiddest not,* but 
*thoughtest not of.* '* 

We have seen how willing and ready our young friend was to be 
' girded ' and ' carried * to those distant shores. And though in the 
literal acceptation he had not been called, as some others, to undergo 
for his Master's sake a death of violence, yet, with no strained applica- 
tion, is the concluding line of our opening motto-verse really true of 
his life and its * legend ' — 

" Martyrdom crowned it I * 

Z 
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let him ask no other blessing. He has a work — a life- 
purpose ; he has found it, and will follow it." ^ 

When death came "he fell, and felt no fear." It 
was only the completion, early, indeed, of the life-pur- 
pose; a solemn and triumphant ^ Amen' to a con- 
secrated existence. 

The second predominating feature in Janson's char- 
acter was the element of devotion. His own life 
seemed wondrously shaped and moulded in conformity 
with that of him, who must ever be regarded as the 
great ideal alike of the Christian man and the Christian 
missionary. There were three distinguishing features 
in the conversion of St. Paul, which had their reflec- 
tion in his true, though youthful " Apostolic Successor." 

Let me give them in the words of Scripture. The 
first (already quoted), " Lord, what wilt Thou have me 
to do?" The second, "Behold, he prayeth." The 
third, " Go thy way, for he is a chosen vessel unto Me 
to bear My Name before the Gentiles." 

We have already spoken of the first and the last — 
his own ready response to his own question, and his 
Lord's answer. 

We have now to note the intervening golden link; 
a link which seems, in the eye of his African Bishop 
and his brother missionaries, to have stamped his work 
with its peculiar value. 

1 Carlyle's "Past and Present." 
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While lie had taken to himself " the whole armour 
of God," he had given special heed to " the prayer- 
polish," which kept all his panoply bright and shining. 
Each soldier has his place in the ranks. Each warder 
has his appointed gate in the Temple. Janson's was 
par excellence the niche or Portal of devotion. The words 
of the historian of the Eeformation, speaking of one of 
its English Worthies, had their appropriate appHcation 
in his case : — *' Bilney's vocation was prayer. Timid 
before man, he was fall of boldness before God, and 
day and night called upon Him for souls. But while 
kneeling in his closet, others were at work in the 
world." ^ We need hardly add it was the secret not 
only of his strength, but of his joy. He lived in the 
habitual, realised consciousness of his Saviour's nearness 
and love. Breathing thus in the very atmosphere of 
prayer, we are forcibly reminded, though sharing none 
of her mysticisms, of the glowing personal testimony 
and experience of Madame Guyon :— " Hours passed 
away like moments, while I could hardly do anything 
else but pray. The fervency of my love allowed me 
no intermission. It was a state of confiding and affec- 
tionate rest in God existing without intellectual efibrt, 
for I had now no sight but of Jesus Christ alone." This 
life of prayer seems farther to have sweetened, elevated, 
sublimated his whole being. The sunny natural dis- 
position had an intenser brightness imparted to it from 



^ D'Aubignj's Befonnation, ▼. 33. 
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the ' inner glory.' His brother missionaries could 
not fail to note how he became bathed in love to all 
aronnd. They might, from his daily walk and con- 
versation, catch up the spirit at least, of the lines in 
" Aurora Leigh " : — 

" Beloved, let us love so well, 
Our work would still be better for our love ; 
And still our love be sweeter for our work, 
And both commended for the sake of each, 
By all true workers and true lovers bom ! " 

As in the former papers and meditations of this 
volume the offc-repeated question presents itself. Why 
this early death ? Why, when sword and shield had 
scarcely been assayed, should this young Asahel fall in 
the forefront of the battle ? Why, little more than a 
Pisgah-view of the Land of Promise, when the unex- 
pected summons comes, as it did to the ear of Israel's 
patriot leader, " Get thee up and die ? " 

" Lord God, Thou knowest ! " 

We must be still, when the word falls from the lips 
of the Great Husbandman — " Put ye in the sickle, for 
the harvest is ripe." Worth and goodness, in the 
truest and best sense, cannot be mown down. They 
cannot die. May not the holy " memories " which live 
and hover over the grave of that young missionary im- 
part even a literal fulfilment to the words, " He that 
goeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed, shall 
doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing his 
sheaves with him " (Ps. cxxvi. 6). Charles Janson 
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went to the land of his spiritual hopes, bearing the 
precious mission-seed. He died with it unsown ; the 
hand which designed to scatter it is now mouldering 
in the dust. Do we look in vain for the fulfilment of 
the promised — the " doubtless " promised " sheaves ? " 
Nay ; these in his case, and others like him, may be 
made up of much which in a fragmentary form has 
been gathered in this notice ;— his self-abnegation ; his 
simple, childlike trust ; his intense and ever-increasing 
value for prayer, joyful obedience — life and soul sur- 
render to that Saviour who made him so signal a 
monument of His grace. These cannot perish ; these 
sheaves are garnered beyond reach of change or mor- 
tality. Being dead, his silent voice still speaks. May 
not his bright example and martyr -spirit stimulate 
others to a similar life of consecration, leading them to 
say in a nobler sense than Naomi's daughter-in-law, 
" I pray you, let me glean, and gather after the reapers 
among the sheaves?" Africa may thus, in another 
form, reap the seed which the young missionary was only 
beginning to sow, and which apparently he had carried 
well nigh unused to his early tomb. 

This we may well believe, that he has not lost his 
glorious recompense : " Whereas it was in thine heart 
to build an house unto My name, thou didst well that 
it was in thine heart" (i Kings viii. 18). Although 
deprived of the privilege by personal labour of " turn- 
ing many to righteousness ; " doubtless, He who de- 
lights to welcome " the good and faithful servant," will 
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bestow upon him a place among those in that bright 
galaxy of the heavenly firmament who are to " shine 
as the stars for ever and ever." 

More than this. Death is in a yet nobler sense not 
the final goal of such. It is wrong for us to speak of 
green ears which have fallen ere autumn tints mel- 
lowed them, * the fields unwhitened to harvest.' It is 
wrong to speak of shocks of com stored in the heavenly 
gamer. They are not ' stored.' They are taken there 
as seed for a wider sowing and scattering. Is it too 
much for us to surmise — ^nay, to assert, that there is 
reapers' work in other worlds than this ; undreamt-of 
mission-fields, — ^loftier embassies and ministries of love 
on which death can put no arrest ; where the saying is 
no longer true, " One soweth and another reapeth," but 
where sower and reaper shall, through all eternity, 
" rejoice together ? " Heaven is no scene of inaction, 
— of dreamy and lethargic repose. The services of the 
early-stricken in the ranks below, are only transferred 
to fulfil loftier . embassies in the Church triumphant. 
On the death of the great Dr. Chalmers — a bom leader 
in God's Great Army, whose one masterful thought was 
the reclamation of the thousands of home-heathendom — 
the briefest but perhaps most characteristic tribute paid, 
— one that might have been applied also to him who 
paid it at a similar moment, was that of Norman 
M'Leod, " One could imagine his spirit going straight 
up to the throne and bowing before it, saying, ^ Any 
more worlds or masses to evangelise ? ' " May not this, 
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we repeat, be a partial solution at least, of this mys- 
tery of early death, in the case of valued and valuable 
servants in the Church below, — that while these youth- 
ful * crowned ones ' leave behind them hallowed remi- 
niscenes of faith, and love, and heroic endurance, like 
the gleam of light which lingers on the mountain-tops 
when the sun has gone down, — in heaven they are 
embarked in loftier behests ; devoting all the energies 
of the glorified body, and all the faculties of the 
glorified spirit in never-ending service to the Lord 
they love ! 

" Thus saints who seem to die in earth's rude strife^ 
Only win double life : 
They have but left our weary ways, 
To live in memory here, in heaven by love and praise." ^ 

The whole record of this early African grave is surely 
suggestive, encouraging, and strengthening. The 
final battle was a brief but a glorious one. In the 
words of perhaps his dearest friend and associate in 
the mission-field, "Janson sought no speedy release 
from the fight; but as God has given it to him, he now 
rejoices in a nearer and more constant gaze. It shows 
the true and assured victory over trouble and sorrow. 
Christian suJ0fering and death." He had, at first, his 
Peniel struggle-hour, his night of darkness. But he 
rose from the ground, — wounded indeed in the conflict, 
but only with resolute mien, to do, and to dare, and to 

^ KeUe. 
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die, for Him who had wrestled with him until the 
breaking of day. As a prince he had power with 
God and prevailed. 

" And one of the elders answered, saying unto me, 
What are these which are arrayed in white robes, and 
whence came they ? And I said unto him, Sir, thou 
knowest. And he said to me. These are they which 
came out of great tribulation, and have washed their 
robes and made them white in the blood of the Lamb. 
Therefore are they before the throne of God, and serve 
Him day and night in His temple, and He that sitteth 
on the throne shall dwell among them. They shall 
hunger no more, neither thirst any more; neither 
shall the sun light on them, nor any heat. For the 
Lamb, which is in the midst of the throne, shall feed 
them and shall lead them unto living fountains of 
waters, and God shall wipe away all tears from their 
eyes ! " 



THE YOUNG MISSIONARY'S DEATH HYMN. 

" The field is only entered when the loving Master calleth ; 

He calleth ere the promised sheaves my youthful hands can 

bring : 

But ere my voice be silent, and the final shadow falleth, 

Uplift me from my pillow, while with dying lips I sing : — 
.... ...*• 

Lift, lift the Cross of Christ : — Tell of grace abounding ; 

In every tribe and kingdom let His banner be unfurled. 

Blow, blow tlie trumpet, loud and lofty sounding. 

Till its tones of jubilee echo round the world 1 
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Sow, BOW the Gospel seed : — Forget the night of weeping ; 
For open are the furrows to receive the precious grain : 
They that sow in tears shall yet have a glorious reaping, 
And bearing harvest treasure * shall rejoicing come again.' 

Gird, gird the loins about, let the lights be burning ; 
Be like servants waiting for the coming of their Lord: 
Lest the Royal Bridegroom find on His returning, 
Lamps of faith untrimmed, and the oil of grace unstored. 

Work, work, while yet the flowers of spring bedeck the 

meadows ; 
While times of blessing linger, and working seasons last : 
Before the landscape darken with the evening's lengthened 

shadows, 
The summer sunshine ended, and the joy of harvest past, 

Lift, lift the Cross of Christ : — Tell of grace abounding ; 
In every tribe and kingdom let His banner be unfurled. 
Blow, blow the trumpet, loud and lofty sounding, 
Till its tones of jubilee echo round the world 1 " 



m. 

A SOLDIER. 

CAPTAIN WILLIAM J. GILL, R.K 

**IT n or HHUH HTurr as this that god's herobb are mads." — 

Frederick Rohertwn. 

*• IH> TIlOU TIIT DUTY LIKE A MAN TO THY COUNTRY, THY QUEEN, 
AND THY OOn, AND OOUNT THY LirS A WORTHLESS THINO, AS DID THE 

HOLY MKN or OLD."— irwtwafd //o/ 

** And had he nut high honour,^ 
Tho hillside for a pall; 
To Ho in Btute, while angeU wait, 
With Stan for tapers tall 7 

• • • • • 

Qod hath His mysteries of grace^ 

Ways that we cannot tell ; 
Ho hides them deep, like the hidden sleep 

Of hhn He loved so well"— C. F. Alexandkb. 
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A SOLDIER. 

DDED to the foregoing is another ' Early 
Death ; ' too early for all but himself, — that 
of the brave and loving (or these terms 
might be transposed) Captain Gill. 

Little did I dream, years ago, when in a brilliant 
day of early spring I was seated under the palms at 
the Wells of Moses, on the borders of the Red Sea, and 
looking towards the mountains of the Sinai desert, that 
these were to have, in a coming future, so terrible an 
association with the tragic end of a dear young friend ! 

This very brief and fragmentary notice will in no- 
wise interfere with the touching monographs which 
have already appeared from his scientific and soldier 
compatriots ; neither will it infringe on those fuller 
and ampler details of a heroic life that will doubtless 
in due time be given to the world — embracing all that 
he has done in his country's service, as well as in the 
interests of geographical research. This is a special 
amaranth which one of his very oldest acquaintances 
would lay on his tomb.^ 



^ I may, meanwhilei refer the reader to the interesting statements 
given in a reprint from the ** Royal Engineers' Journal/' including a 
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He was bom in India, at Bangalore, in 1 843. I 
had exceptional opportunities of knowing his early- 
years which his later contemporaries did not enjoy ; 
being brought, from circumstances, into close connec- 
tion with him in his childhood and boyhood. Speci- 
ally will one summer ever linger in the memory, when, 
as a boy of six years of age, he spent three months on 
a visit in my Scottish country home. Our main recol- 
lection of him then, was that of an engaging child, 
with expressive eyes, long dark silken eyelashes, and 
a mouth of singular sweetness. The predominant 
feature of all, which seems now to have been strangely 
unlike his future characteristics, was an almost femi- 
nine gentleness. As I write these lines, I have before 
me an invaluable locket, but one unfortunately taken 
by the perishable process of the old daguerreotype. In 
looking at it, it is difficult to realise that that tender^ 
loving boy, whose child-features in the blurred picture 
are still sufficiently recalled, could have developed into 
the chivalrous lion-heart of maturer years. 

Owing to his father and mother's residence in India, 
his lot was cast, in the first years of his life, among 
beloved friends, whose interest in him, by reason of in- 
timate ties, was only second to a mother's love. From 
his own sweet disposition, precocious intelligence, and 



snccinct outline of Captain Gill's explorations, spoken by Lord Aber* 
dare, at the meeting of the Royal Geographical Society, 13th Novem- 
ber 1882. In the same Report are embodied explanatory details by 
Lord Northbrook regarding his last fatal mission. 
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winning ways, these feelings were only deepened and 
intensified; and a mutual afiection of thirty-seven years* 
standing, terminated alone with the sorrowful close. It 
was in that early adopted home that his training, alike 
moral and intellectual, was begun. This was carried 
on during the years when he enjoyed the affection 
and care of his own mother on her return from India. 
Youthful intelligence was further braced and strength- 
ened by subsequent attendance at Brighton College, 
where he continued from 1856 to 1861,^ and then his 
life-work was begun at the Royal Academy at Wool- 
wich. His subsequent character had one very marked 
peculiarity, a shyness and reticence which all his con- 
tact with men and the world never removed. But 
those best acquainted, and who claimed intimate 
fellowship, understood and condoned what at times was 
a subject of regret with his friends ; knowing well, as 
they did, the warmth of his attachments, the generosity 
of his heart, and the true nobility of his nature. In 
the words of the military friend who seems to have 
most won his affections, "reserved, often taciturn in 
company, but having beneath that undemonstrative 
exterior a soul of fire." ^ To the house of those 
dearest friends of his early childhood and youth just 



^ On his leaving Brighton College, the then Head -Master, Dr. 
GriflBth, appends at the end of the testimonial, " I have written no 
testimonial with greater confidence and satisfaction than this." 

' Colonel Yule's remarks at the proceedings of the Royal Geographi- 
cal Society {supra). 
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adverted to, he would often gladly find his way from 
Woolwich to spend a quiet and congenial Sunday. 

The phase of his many-sided life to which I purpose 
first to refer is the Religious one. In doing so, let 
me define what I mean in his case by religion. Not 
the religion — pseudo-orthodox — of mere phrase and 
sentiment, feeling or ritual. True, indeed, he would 
have been the last to subscribe, without qualification, 
to Pope's familiar words : — 

" He can*t be wrong whose life is in the right." 

He had his own firmly-rooted beliefs early instilled: 
and there were placed before him, in the most receptive 
years of boyhood, living illustrations of the power 
and beauty of Christianity, both in its active and pas- 
sive manifestations : — add to this, and what he never 
forgot, the influences of more than one earnest 
ministry. ^ 

It was, however, because these foundations were so 
reliable and secure, that a character-superstructure was 
built upon them, consisting of all that was " pure, and 
lovely, and of good report." ^ 



^ Let me note specially here, the faithf al teachings of Prebendary 
Gadman, when in Park Chapel, Chelsea, whose sermons for children 
were of a rarely excellent character. Also the late Mr. Collinson, of St. 
James's, Clapham; and Mr. Smith, formerly of All Souls, Brighton, 
who recalls an incident of his young friend before first going to India, 
that he repaired of his own accord to his house "for converse and 
for prayer." 

' He entered Woolwich Royal Military Academy in 1862, and got 
his commission in the Royal Engineers in 1864. 
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No finer specimen of the Cliristian, as the writer well 
knows, can be found, than in the ranks of the British 
Army. Indeed, he often thinks that the poet's human 
ideal is most complete, when the word * soldier ' is 
added to it : — 

** A Christian is the highest style of man." 

But it is equally notorious at what personal sacrifices 
often the spiritual resolve is taken; that the moral 
heroism required in the open avowal of the "good 
soldier of Jesus Christ," is frequently more trying than 
the post of peril and danger, — facing " the shot and 
shell of battle." 

Young Gill was cognisant of all this. He counted 
the cost. Nor, in the case of an ignoble few, were the 
ridicule and jeering he anticipated withheld. With the 
same calm determination and moral courage, however, 
that never forsook him in after life, he did not shrink 
from the ordeal; — saying, in the spirit at least of 
Bunyan's man in armour at the gate, " Put my name 
down, sir, for I too am tp be one of the Host of the 
Lord ! " He at once resolved to show his colours. 
This he did, among many other ways, in his atten- 
dance as regularly as he could at the Wednesday 
Prayer Meeting. ^ 

^ In a letter to his mother from Woolwich, he says, *' They have 
opened the Gymnasium. It is open every evening. . . . You are 
obliged to go once a- week od a certain day. My day was read out Wed- 
nesday, at which I was very sorry, on account of the prayer meeting ; 
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I find a significant hint and no more, in a note 
¥nritten — " Upper Cadet Barracks, February 1862. — 
It gets lighter in the morning now, and I always get 
ap twenty minutes before anybody else in the room, 
and get a little quiet, which I find a very good plan." ^ 
We can understand what that ' quiet ' meant, — perhaps 
we cannot understand all the spiritual bravery it in- 
volved. His love for faithful, earnest pulpit-teaching 
still continued. I find him referring to two sermons 
that seemed to have much impressed him at this time, 
and saying of a dear friend in connection with them, 
" I am sure he will be kept by the power of God. We 
had two such beautiful sermons yesterday — one from 
the above text, and one from Daniel. * And when 
Daniel heard that the decree had been signed, he 
went into his house and shut the door,' &c. I never 
heard two more beautiful sermons." He was specially 
earnest and conscientious in his private reading of the 
Scriptures in preparation for confirmation. He partook 
in these same years also of the Holy Communion when- 
ever he was able. To quote his own words in a home- 
letter, speaking of his dear friends at Belvedere, and a 

and I was intending to get it altered, when it was read out there was 
a change, and my day is now Monday. ... I am sorry the prayer 
meeting is not so well attended.'* Of a similar devotional meeting 
at another part of the country, he says, "I enjoyed it very much 
indeed." 

^ When at Brighton College he was equally faithful in his attendance 
at a prayer meeting held once a week, half an hour before the nine 
o'clock bell for chapel. 
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Sunday at the vicarage,—-" I enjoyed it, and was thank- 
ful for the opportunity." The exhortation addressed to 
him by his faithful instructor, the Principal of Brighton 
College, in giving him a Scripture prize, was prophetiCj 
" Gill, you will go forth in life. There will be heathens 
• about you ; always remember that you are a Christian." 
That remembrance never failed him. At the same time 
it must be noted that his religious life was by no 
means, as a few misjudged him, of the morbid, morose, 
melancholy type. It is the remark of one who knew 
him best, " He enjoyed a joke more than most men." 
Nor was his faith without its ever essential concomitant 
and counterpart of good works. True, he was abso- 
lutely guileless of the poor craving after human applause. 
Moreover, the natural reticence of his character, previ- 
ously noted, hid from public notoriety many a generous 
deed ; not the less praiseworthy often were these, be- 
cause in their way trifling. But his purse and his 
sympathies were ever ready ; whether it be the support 
of a Bible-woman at Chatham, or requesting the wife 
of a commanding officer to procure blankets for soldiers' 
wives and widows, or taking his share in providing for 
an old domestic servant known and valued in child-days. 
What more simple or honourable tribute can be paid 
than in the words written of him since his untimely 
death — " the poor have lost a friend ? " 

liCt me pass for a little from these religious phases 

to his mental characteristics. 

2 A 
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If I were asked what the leading dominant features 
of his life were, I would say, unhesitatingly, a com- 
bination of untiring activity with unflagging devotion 
to what he deemed duty. His intense love and 
appetite for work was manifested in various ways in 
his student days.^ As, for example, in the alarum 
clock he had provided in his room, and sundry other 
ingenious devices connected with it for the pulling off 
of his bed-clothes at a given early hour, often at four 
or five in the morning, to allow some hours of study 
before breakfast. As years advanced, and the stem 
work of life had begun, nothing could deflect him from 
his old indomitable energy. As he ultimately came to 
be possessed of a very ample fortune, how many in his 
position would, in other ways, have used (abused) the 
golden prize, — abandoned the life of toil and responsi- 
bility, and found a coveted goal in the lounge of a 
London club, or in the gay excitement of Parisian and 
continental life. Not such was his Arcadian dream ; 
not such his ideal of existence. Life was too sacred, 
too awful, in his eyes for this. His reply to the re- 
mark of a valued friend and brother explorer con- 
tained the expression of his habitual feeling nobly 
endorsed and acted out — "Life is worthless without 
activity." ^ It is a characteristic incident given me by 

^ The Principal of Brighton College mentions that mathematics, 
Scripture knowledge, and drawing were the three branches he excelled 
in while there. 

* Remark to Mr. Evelyn Baber. See "Royal Engineers' Journal." 
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the nearest and dearest of his many mourners, that 
when he was yet a youth, while at Brighton College, 
he got his sister to illuminate for him on a card, which 
he hung in his bedroom— 

" England expects every man to do his duty.** 

Let the Times describe what subsequently this active 
life was, and the worth of it to his country : — " It is 
not possible that the great value of the information he 
has at various times, and at great risks collected, can 
ever be known to the public, but it has been fully ap- 
preciated by those for whom he worked so zealously. 
One of his most hazardous journeys was undertaken 
last winter ; and the graphic and modest manner in 
which he narrated the many dangerous adventures he 
then encountered, elicited on several occasions the 
strongest expressions of approval and admiration from 
his Royal Highness the Field-Marshal Commanding- 
in-Chief, from Sir Garnet Wolseley, and from General 
Herbert, the Quartermaster-General. Not only will 
his untimely death be grievously felt by his many per- 
sonal friends, but the State has lost in him an experi- 
enced, able, and trusted servant, whose services could 
ill be spared at any time, but the loss of which will be 
particularly felt during the present unsettled state of 
affairs in the East." 

When these services were intermitted or suspended 
in the shape of active service, he had ever a ready 
resort to his journals and pen. His best known work 
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is " The River of Golden Sand " (Kin-sha-kiang), giv- 
ing an account of his adventurous journey after twenty- 
months' travel through China and Eastern Thibet to 
Burmah. 

" Before the book appeared," 1 quote from Colonel 
Yule's interesting Report, "the merits of his enter- 
prise were recognised by one of the two gold medals of 
the Royal Geographical Society (May 26th, 1879). 
The award declared this to be assigned on account ' of 
the admirable geographical work performed during 
two long journeys of exploration, voluntarily under- 
taken along the northern frontier of Persia in 1873, 
and over previously untravelled ground in Western 
China and Thibet in 1877, and especially for the 
careful series of hypsometrical observations and the 
traverse survey made during the latter journey, by 
which we have, for the first time, the means of construct- 
ing with considerable accuracy profile sections of those 
elevated and little -known regions. Also for the 
elaborate Memoir contributed to the journal of the 
Society on the subject of his expedition, and for the 
maps of his route in forty-two sheets on a scale of two 
miles to the inch.' The Paris Geographical Society 
also, in the following year, bestowed one of the gold 
medals on him. It is right to remind readers that the 
bright personal narrative in his book, as has been 
indicated by the award just quoted, does not represent 
Capt. Gill's scientific results. Any one who desires to 
appreciate the real character of his labours must look 
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at the memoir just referred to." ^ It is only one among 
many illustrations of his positive thirst for a duty- 
doing life, to find that no sooner was the sad disaster 
of Maiwand flashed by telegraph to England in the 
summer of 1 880, than he set off in haste, after obtain- 
ing requisite leave, to lend his willing hand in trying 
to retrieve and wipe out the dishonour to his country's 
arms and fair fame, though, on reaching, he found 
that General Roberts' whirlwind march and resolute 
bravery had anticipated him.* 

Yet not from this must we mistake the man. 
Heroic as his nature was, he did not, as many, love 
war for its own sake, its furious excitement, and wild 
adventure. The gentle, loving nature which beat 

^ "Journal of the Royal Geographical Society," Vol. xlviii. pp. 57 
8eqq. 

^ Still, however, eager for active emplopnent, he joined Sir Charles 
Macgregor in his expedition against the Maris. Let Sir Charles tell 
us in his own words his estimate, and that of a brother officer, of his 
personal worth and services. "He was a great favourite with the 
whole force, aud I am sure I have met with few men of whom I have 
had such a high opinion. As a subordinate, I know how reliable he 
was, and I always felt that if his day ever came he would not shine 
less as a commander. I cannot conclude these few remarks better than 
by transcribing what Colonel Brackenbury writes of him : ' There are 
few men like him ; few who have ever combined such a gallant spirit 
with such unassuming modesty ; ' every word of which I can heartily 
endorse." (Letter to Col. Yule quoted in " Royal Engineers' Journal. ") 
Subsequent to these adventures in Afghanistan, he undertook a jour- 
ney, next to his last, encountering great risks and dangers, to the desert 
of Tripoli during the French military operations in Tunis, getting home, 
after nine months' absence, on June 1 6th, 1S82. 



374 ^ SOLDIER. 



beneath the sword-belt, comes out, but a few days be- 
fore his death, in the last journal-letter transmitted to 
his mother from Suez : — " War is always melancholy 
to me. The sad side of it always forces itself on my 
attention somehow. The newspaper correspondent, 
who lives in an atmosphere of gunpowder, and does 
not know what it is to travel in an uncivilised country 
in a state of profound peace, does not feel it like one 
who has traveUed about a good deal and Uved amongst 
a poor and uncivilised people in a state of peace." 

Activity was offcen denied him. Not unfrequently 
was he subjected to constrained and uncongenial in- 
action. But he had qualities not generally found 
among the ardent, impulsive, and enthusiastic ; — 
patience under restraint, and tact under diflSculties ; — 
what can well be understood in an undemonstrative 
nature like his, a reserve of power; capable at any 
moment of rising in emergencies, and able with cool- 
ness to grapple with them. In the words of his 
dearest friend, " the monotony of temporary failure was 
ever borne uncomplainingly." 

I seem to have no heart, in concluding, to mora- 
lise on such a life and its mysterious termination.^ 
In many cases, as we have repeatedly observed in the 
previous pages of this volume, are valued and cherished 

^ I have not deemed it within the scope of these pages so much as 
to allude to his two brave associates in his last work, and in his death. 
They will have their ample tribute paid by others. 
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lives often taken prematurely, in order doubtless to 
avert unforeseen evils and sorrows ! Yes, and to pre- 
vent being involved in fatal temptation or the commis- 
sion of debasing sin. No one — no, not the best are 
proof against these tempest-shocks. Many a noble 
vessel that has left the harbour with pure white 
pennons floating in the summer breeze, has struck and 
foundered on the treacherous rock. 

If ever soul was free from such fears, or unconscious 
of them, it was William Gill. All that was allied to, 
or hsA connivance with what was base, or mean, or 
impure, ignoble, or unworthy, was simply with him 
impossible and repugnant to his whole nature. I 
firmly believe no one, more truly than he, has been now 
served heir to the legacy bequeathed by Divine Hps in 
that lofty beatitude — " Blessed are the pure in heart, 
for they shall see God." Who dare presume to in- 
trude into the counsels of the Almighty by venturing 
on surmise or explanation of that ' early departure ? ' 
We dare not question the supremacy of a Higher will 
and Wisdom : — 

** And yet we trust that somehow good 
Will be the final goal of ilL 



That nothing walks with aimless feet ; 
That not one life shall be destroyed, 
Or cast as rubbish to the void, 
When God hath made the pile complete." ^ 



^ In Memoriam 
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Is it not enough that his early death with its awful 
accompaniments was designed and intended to place 
him more prominently and conspicuously on the roll 
of the great and the good ? ^ All who will afterwards 
travel the route of the Sinai desert with its undying 
Biblical and historical interests, can never fail to recall 
" Here Gill fell." To put it in better words than 
mine : — 

" You have referred," says Colonel Yule in address- 
ing the chairman at the opening meeting of the Royal 
Geographical Society — "You have referred, in your 
address, to those thousands of rock-inscriptions on 
Sinai which Palmer had interpreted. I would fain 
see another rock-inscription added ! I would fain see 
that, aloft on that fatal cliff in Paran, a panel should 
be hewn, and on it cut, large and deep, so as to show 
black in the mid-day sun, and to be legible for miles 
across the waste, such words as these — ^ Go, traveller, 
and tell in England that we three died here in obedi- 
ence to her behests.' " 

Of the sad closing chapter of his Life-story it would 
only be harrowing to speak. He seems himself to 
have had his own forebodings. In bidding adieu on 
July 2 1st, 1882, twice he kissed his dear ones at 
home, looked thoughtful ; and while trying to cheer 
them with the prospect of return, added a very signifi- 

^ It is remarkable that to more than one he expressed his fervent 
hope that he would die before old age, and before becoming feeble and 
helpless. 



A SOLDIER. 377 



cant " unless " — then a half-finislied sentence, waived 
his hand and jumped into the cab. He was seen by 
them no more. 

*^Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori" 

** For England had spoken and claimed them, 
And gladly they rose at her cry, 
And cheerily welcomed her summons, 
* Be ready to do or to die.* 

Strong life with its visions of greatness 

Ne'er drew them from duty aside, 
Stem death had no terrors to daunt them, 

Their duty was death — ^and they died ! " 

Let Mother, Brother, and Sisters feel it an honour 
and privilege to have had such a son and brother. Let 
his country, as it does, share their pride ! The words 
of Defoe, as death was approaching, have accidentally 
presented themselves to me as I now write. They 
seem appropriate in the lips of our young hero on that 
day of farewell and the few days that followed : " I 
am so near my journey's end, and am hastening to the 
place where the weary are at rest. Be it that the 
passage is rough and "the day stormy : by what way 
soever He pleases to bring me to the end of it, I desire 
to finish life with this temper of soul in all cases, 
Te Deum Lavdamus.*^ " How grand and affecting," 
says the Baroness Bunsen, in her singularly thoughtful 
* Life and Letters,' " is the spectacle of the mind ever 
clear, undoubting, humble, submissive, resisting not! 
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How does one seek to follow tlie course of the released 
aud unburdened spirit landed on the shore, the storm 
and struggle past for ever : the dawn of life opening 
upon him ; all faculties full, and expanding in con- 
sciousness of ' what eye hath not seen,' of ' what God 
hath laid up for them that lovo Him.' " i 

Here I end these brief reminiscences of my own, 
and the more valuable testimonies of others. 

Farewell ! distinguished friend. Tour memories, 
and specially those when I knew you best, will be ever 
sacred to mo ! The touching tribute you pay to your 
murdered school-companion, Augustus Raymond Mar- 
gary, on ist of January 1 87 5, in a perilous part of one 
of your own Eastern journeys, I may well subscribe to 
and make it my own : — " I uncovered my head as 
the only tribute of respect I could pay to the memory 
of one who will be ever dear to the heart not only of 
those who knew him, but of all who value the noble 
qualities of uprightness, courage, and determination." ^ 

The last time I saw him was in the full glow of 
youthful manhood. He came, traveller-like, with his 
knapsack, and spent ten days or a fortnight with us at 
our highland home, in one of the most beautiful parts 
of Scotland. He was full of youthful enthusiasm 
during this, what he was pleased to call "a jolly 
visit;" enjoyed much the rambles on the heathery 

1 Vol. ii. p. 38d. 2 .ixhe River of Golden Sand," vol. ii. p. 389 
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hills, the boating on the lake, and the wooded scenery 
of knoil and island ; — indeed all the varied charms of 
a district known to those who are familiar with what 
Sir Walter Scott has for ever immortalised in prose 
and poetry. As my latest intercourse with hirn is thus 
associated in tracing out the very spots trodden by the 
feet of the Great Minstrel ; and as the noble soldier- 
life, its perils and dangers, and last tragic end, — 
the young hopes of existence buried in an early grave, 
— as all these rise before me, — both the familiar lines 
from the " Lady of the Lake " seem to form a befitting 
close : — 

** The hand of the reaper 

Takes the ears that are hoary. 
But the voice of the weeper 

Waila manhood in gloiy. 
The autumn winds rushing 

Waft the leaves that are searest, 
But our flower was in flushing 

When blighting was nearest" 

** Soldier, rest ! thy warfare o*er, 
Sleep the sleep that knows no breaking : 

Dream of battle-deeds no more ; 
Days of danger — nights of waking ! " 
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TO A BROTHER.! 

These to my oldest— latest guide ; 
Translated to an early crown ; 
Whose sun, while yet *twas day, went down, 
Ere fell the shades of eventide. 

In worth of heart, and wealth of brain, 
In all that noble was and pure— 
All that is destined to endure, 
I ne*er shall see his like again. 

For long retains the western sky 
The vanished orb's resplendent hue ; 
In gleaming memories, ever new, 
That life survives. It cannot die. 

This tribute of most sacred love 

I lay upon his honoured bier ; 

If I could do it, not a tear 

Would weep him from his bliss above. 

*Tis better far to be with Him, 
Whose work to all he did gave zest ; 
Oh, grudge him not the * early rest,' 
The Brotherhood with Seraphim I 



^ These lines were written originally to the memory of another. 
But they could not possibly be truer or more appropriate, than thus 
transferred to a kindred congenial spirit and noble life. 
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